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Chapter One: In which 'Cilla and Reese are introduced 


1895 

Two young children tumbled out a screen door attached to a old apartment 
on 739 N. Arlington St. in London. The young boy of seven, was chasing the 
five year-old girl, her dirty black braids trailing behind her. The little boy 
jumped nimbly over the pile of trash that lay in the way, his worn red scarf, 
which now looked quite burgundy, flew up and slapped the back of his head. 
“'Cjlla! Yer pa will 'ave our heads if he catches ya in another of them flats!” 
Little 'Cilla stopped “Oh don't be silly, Reese!” she laughed, brushing soot 
off her face. “Pa don't care! I'm still nice and little. He will have your head.” 
she giggled, “Ye need a switching.” the red haired boy grunted, sitting down 
on some old tires. 

'Cilla stuck her pale nose in the air. “Pa never whips me...” she leaned into 
his face “I'm too good.” then she hastily skipped down the alley. Reese stood 
up after her, kicking a can down the crude pavement. 


Reese jumped in through the side door, took off his cap and stuck it on the 
peg. It was not much ofan apartment, just two very small rooms with the 
means of a door attached so no man nor beast would just 'happen' to wander 
in. The flat was just a mud room, not really a flat at all, just where coats were 
hung and such. The extra room on the side was 'Cilla's. It was no bigger then 
her bed itself, with a small space for a shoe trunk which held all her 
belongings and clothes. The bigger room was shared by Mr. Masten and 
Reese. It was nine feet long and about thirteen feet wide. The green felt 
carpet was worn so that little holes were starting to appear. There were only 
two windows, one was in the larger room that looked out into to alley, and 
the other was in 'Cilla's room, which had quite a lovely view down the street 
into East London. Three mismatched chairs were in the center of the room 
and in one of them was a stressed, but calm, Mr. Masten, with his daughter, 
'Cilla, perched on his lap. Oh, how Reese yearned for a family, but Mr. 
Masten and his daughter was as close as he could obtain. 'Cilla had brushed 
all the dirt out of her long, black hair. Her pa was telling her the story of 
Snow White, from the little booklet of Fairy Tales he bought just for her 
when she was born. Snow White was 'Cilla's favorite story because he pa 
told her time and time again how she and her mum looked just like Snow 
White. 


Chapter 2: In which Someone Makes a Surprising Visit 


1906 
“Ouch!” 'Cilla yelped as the hot water from the kettle continued to splash on 
her hand. She cautiously set it away from the fire. At sixteen, she was the 
lady of the house, or flat. She had a strict routine she stuck with day in and 
day out. Occasionally, she would have a special chore she needed done and 
that would be done first, such as checking the shops for sales, which was not 
an easy task, and one would not think of it as a chore but more of a past time. 
‘Cilla had precious little time to waste for any day. She poured the hot water 
into a metal basin filled with white clothes, which consisted of her night 
gown, Reese's shirt, her Pa's socks and underdrawers. She rolled up her 
sleeves, made sure her hair was in a tight braid, then plunged an old metal 
washboard into the grimy water. Reese's shirt was covered with dirt, soot, 
garbage and maybe even a little blood. 'Cilla rolled her eyes and started 
scraping it up and down on the ridged metal surface. Finally satisfied with 
the presentable nature of the shirt, 'Cilla then left the hot basin to turn on the 
gas stove inside so she could start lunch. 


Reese was off somewhere probably knocking off a small fruit stand or 
maybe running in the sewers with his buddies. “That is not the sort of 
behavior I expect from an eighteen-year-old. I do not wish to have stolen 
fruit, even if it is fresh.” she mumbled, digging a small sauce pan out from 
under the stove, and setting it on top of a lit burner. She carelessly dumped a 
can of beans in the pot and then turned to make the beds. 


She was almost done fluffing Reese's pillow when someone knocked on the 
flimsy screen door. On the other side of it was a man in a sharp suit, on his 
head was a bowler hat, and hooked over his arm in between his gloved wrist 
and elbow was an ivory cane. She tried to dust off her skirt, only to dirty it 
up more with the soot on her hands. She then stepped through the door into 
the alley. Water vapor rose from the sewer grates and she had to stand on one 
in order to talk to him. “Sir?” 'Cilla asked, a little uncomfortable without 
Reese or her Pa around. The man swept off his hat with a flourish and then 
put it in the same hand as the cane. He stuck out his free hand for a shake. 
“Madam, you are Miss Priscilla Masten, is that correct?” His English accent 
was crisp and firm and his mustache danced as he spoke. “Yes sir.” she 
replied “I am she.” “Madam, I am Dr. Cyders. Stanley Masten, your father's, 
doctor.” 'Cilla grew pale “Doctor, is everything alright?” “Well, yes and no. 
No, because your father has been going downhill since the beginning of this 
year, but that is not what I came to talk to you about.” 'Cilla was suddenly 
aware of them still outside. “Well, doctor. Please, do come in.” “Thank you.” 
She led him over to the barely lit fireplace and then he plopped down into a 


chair. “I came to talk to you about a little family living in North London. 
The father died four months ago and the mother is very sick. They have four 
children, three boys and one girl. The mother is not strong enough to take 
care of them. I spoke of this to your father at one of his check ups. He said 
you are quite motherly and could take care of little children.” He smiled. 
'Cilla sat back in surprise. “I have so much to do here.” she started. Dr. 
Cyders' face fell. “Oh, I see. Your father said you would be a good choice.” 


'Cilla sighed. “Well, what are the children's names?” Dr. Cyders smiled 
again “The oldest is Liam, he is twelve. The next one is Jeremiah, he is eight. 
Then there is Samuel, who is six. Then the little girl, Rosetta, is three, almost 
four. I think you will love her.” 'Cilla bit her lip. “And Reese is fine this 
idea?” “Reese?” “A boy who has been living with us.” “Ah, the lad, hmm.” 
'Cilla stood to stir her beans. “Dr. Cyders...” “Yes, my dear?” “I will take 
them in.” “Ah! That’s a good girl! You are a dear child!” He jumped up, 
quite pleased with his success. “I will bring them to you this evening.” And 
then, as swift as he had taken it off, he put his hat on. Tipped it toward her 
and then stepped through the door, it crashing loudly behind him. 


'Cilla looked about her. “Four children...” she breathed “I suppose the girl 
can sleep with me, one can sleep with Reese and the final two can sleep 
together.”’ She took the cushions off the old loveseat and threw them on the 
floor near the stone fireplace. A cloud of dust flew up like smoke at a magic 
show. “There, that is where Liam and Jeremiah will sleep.” Then she turned 
to go outside to finish her laundry. 


'Cilla had just finished hanging the wet clothes on an old string near the 
fireplace when she heard Reese step through the door. She knew it was him 
because the sole of his right shoe was half torn off so it flopped awkwardly 
on the old floor. 'Cilla turned and then half walked, half ran into his arms. 
“Hello, Reese!” she sang, giving him a hug and then taking off his cap and 
coat and sticking them on the pegs. He pulled off his mittens, which were 
full of holes, and then sat down in a chair to pull off his boots. 'Cilla was 
suddenly right beside him with a cup of tea. “Wot's all this?” he grinned 
“Such a warm ‘elcome, don't I come in the same way every time?” 'Cilla's 
plastered smile became a real one. “Oh, Reese. Would you like some lunch?” 
“Its five o'clock.” “No matter, its always time to eat.” she whirled over to the 
stove but Reese caught her apron strings and drew her back “What goin' on 
'Cill? This isn't like you.” 'Cilla fingered the loose threads of the missing 
button on Reese's sleeve. “Dr. Cyders, Pa's doctor, came by.” “He came , 
when we were gone?” Reese was quite protective, even when they were kids. 
“Yes, he came by to tell me about a little family in North London.” “That's 
all? 


Well then.” He rubbed his crooked nose and started to stand up out of the 
chair but 'Cilla sat him back down. “I'm not done, the mother is very sick and 
the father died a few months ago. They have four children.” “And?” “And... 
I... offered to take them in. Please don't be mad!” 'Cilla bit her lip and braced 
herself for a scolding. Reese raked his fingers through his red hair. His green 
eyes peered out at her under the fringe. He did not look surprised or angry or 
mad or disappointed. Soon the corners of his mouth began to wiggle, then his 
dimples appeared on his cheeks. He could not hide it from her any longer, he 
leaned his head back and laughed. 'Cilla crossed her arms “I don't see 
anything funny about this. Stop laughing, we need to be serious here.” But 
inside she was glad he was not angry at her. “Sorry doll, come 'ere.” she took 
nervous footsteps toward him. “I'm just quite surprised that you said yes 
without talking with me or your pa first.” She smiled mischievously “Oh, 
don't be silly Reese, Pa don't care.” Reese raised one eyebrow at her. 


“T seem to recall you bringing a three legged kitten in here and hiding it in 
your bedroom and didn't tell your pa. Oh! Was he mad when he saw it ate the 
sausage you had set out for dinner. I think he should have spanked you that 
day.” he winked “Pa never whipped me...” She leaned into his face, their 
noses almost touching. “I was too good.” Reese grabbed her by her waist and 
started to tickle her. She screamed in delight and then started to protest. 
Reese ignored this and kept on going. 'Cilla playfully hit him, Reese held 
fast. They were the best of friends as anyone could imagine. 


'Cilla and Reese were about to give up and go to bed when Dr. Cyders 
appeared at the door with four children an hour after he said would arrive. 
Mr. Masten had gone to bed early and was barely disturbed by the rapping on 
the door. Reese opened it and they piled in, one after another. 'Cilla stood up. 
“Dr. Cyders, this is Reese Windsong, he is eighteen.” “How do you do?” 
Reese asked sticking out his hand, Dr. Cyders took it. “Doctor, how long will 
the children stay here?” Reese asked, sticking his hands back in his pockets. 
Dr. Cyders cocked his head and looked down at the floor, his monocle shined 
so his eye could not show, 'Cilla could see her mess of hair in it and she felt a 
little self-conscious. “Well, it is all up to you. I never really gave it a second 
thought.” he flipped his tailcoat back in order to reach his pockets and he 
stuck his hands in them. “Neither Liam nor Jeremiah have had any schooling 
of any kind. I am willing to supply you with enough money for food or 
school funds, just don't let that leak out, I don't have enough money to pass 
around to all my patients.” He handed an envelope to Reese, who in turn 
handed it to 'Cilla. She opened it “£100?” The good doctor nodded his head 
“That should be enough.” “Yes, more then enough.” 'Cilla stated, handing 
him back £33. 


The kind doctor put up his hand, “Please, you are the ones doing me the 


favor.” He turned to leave and almost tripped over the sleeping little girl. He 
picked her up and placed her in 'Cilla's arms. Then he left. 'Cilla looked | 
down at the little girl. She awoke and smiled up at 'Cilla. She was a tiny 
beauty, with brown hair and eyes, rosy-round cheeks and pink lips. 'Cilla 
smiled down at her and then carried her to her bed. Reese snuffed out the 
candles and turned off the gas lamps. Liam and Jeremiah snuggled under the 
chicken feed sack used as their blanket. Reese climbed into his bed and his 
feet struck Samuel, who had buried himself amongst the quilt. “Oi! Wot's all 
'dis?” he whispered, rather annoyed. 'Cilla stuck her head in the room. “Oh, 
Reese. You are sharing your bed with Samuel.” She smiled. Reese rubbed his 
nose, the corners of his mouth danced. Then he gently scooted the sleeping 
boy over, and fell asleep himself. 


Chapter 3: In Which Reese Gets a Few Freckles Wiped off His Nose 


1906 
Reese awoke the next morning with two little boys on top of him. He gasped 
for air and then sat up, making them tumble down to the foot of the bed. 
'Cilla, who was already awake, saw this act and scolded him silently with her 
eyebrows. Reese softly put Jeremiah and Samuel in his bed and covered 
them. He slipped on his white shirt that was a little to small for him, stepped 
into his trousers that were at least three inches above his ankle, strapped on 
his suspenders and the slid on his boots. 'Cilla was at the gas stove, stirring 
what smelled like oatmeal. Reese quietly rammaged through the only cabinet 
in the flat, looking for a bowl and spoon. He pulled one out and stood over 
'Cilla, waiting for his oatmeal. She chuckled lightly, then dumped a wooden 
spoon full into his bowl. He put a small pat of butter on it, then shoveled it 
hungrily into his mouth. He then hopped up, put on his coat, old hat and red 
scarf, gave 'Cilla a kiss on the cheek then flew out the door. 


The alleys were full of water vapor and smoke. It was still dark out so he 
could see little, which is why he tripped over a trash can full of stray cats. He 
ran down the corner to a little flower shoppe he had been looking at. He 
stood in front of the green door and rang the bell. “Sir?” he whispered, still 
ringing the bell. A sleepy-eyed florist came to the door. He was still in his 
nightshirt and cap. The old man unlocked the door and let Reese in. The man 
yawned in the most unsightly manner, and then dazedly asked Reese what he 
wanted. “Odd jobs, errands, things 'round here need done, you name it, I'll do 
it.” The man did not seem impressed, but he seemed to take Reese into 
consideration. “How much do you charge?” Reese smiled, thinking he got 
himself a job. “We agree upon that, sir. But I charge more for errands then I 
do for small things.” “How does one pound an errand sound?” 

“That sounds good, sir but, one pound, ten shillings sounds better.” “Oh. I 
guess that's alright.” “And maybe a flower to take home?” The florist's brow 


furrowed, but where else would he get an errand done for one pound, ten 
shillings? “Son, you've got yourself a deal.” they shook hands and the florist 
told him his name. “I'm Mr. Rosier, my wife and I live upstairs. If there is 
anything you need or have a question, my wife can answer it when I'm away. 
Other than that, you come to me, do you understand?” “Yes sir.” Reese 
replied “Good, now, your first job is to go to the store and pick me up some 
bags, rubber bands and a new pair of scissors, mine have become too dull. 
Here is some money, be off with you!” Mr. Rosier handed him the money 
and Reese raced out the door and down the street to the store. 


Reese exited the store, bag in hand and headed for 'Rosier's Flowers and 
Decorations’. He was about to unlock the door when, out of the corner of his 
eye, he saw a dark figure, never mind, make that four dark figures. One had 
peeked out of his alley. The alley were 'Cilla and the children were. Reese 
had thought nothing of it, thinking it was a bunch of kids playing around in 
the garbage, he stepped through the green door and into a large room with 
thick wooden support beams, gleaming hardwood floors, and a big display 
window. “Ah! Reese, there's a good lad, bring them here.” Reese took a step 
toward him. “Here you go sir, and I believe our total comes to, one pound, 
ten shillings, plus one flower.” “Yes, yes alright. Pick your flower while I get 
your money.” Reese went over to where the fresh flowers were. Reese 
picked out a red rose and brought it to the front. Mr. Rosier handed Reese his 
money. Reese hesitated, he didn't know how to count. How did he know Mr. 
Rosier was not cheating him? Reese decided to trust him and take the money 
home for 'Cilla to count. “Good luck, boy. I'll see you tomorrow then?” 
“Ves, sir!” Reese called over his shoulder. 


Reese started down his alley, then tripped over something. That something 
was a stuck out leg, just asking to be tripped over. As Reese fell, someone 
grabbed his scarf, stopping his face from smacking the concrete. They pulled 
Reese back up and punched him. His bag with the rose and money flew out 
of his hand and landed behind a gasoline can. The biggest one grabbed his 
collar. “Better not hang around that Rosie, he is bad news.” “Must I? This is 
my first day on the job and I have good money coming from it.” Reese 
boldly stated. The big one punched him between the eyes and it knocked him 
on his backside. Reese felt his face. His nose and eyebrow were bleeding. 
“Ed, cut the kid a little slack.” said a smaller voice in the corner. Ed walked 
over to the small’voice and shoved him into the wall “Why don't you just 
shut up! Do you want to be on the ground with him?” “No.” “Then help us!” 


Two of them dragged Reese over to the brick wall. Reese threw a hopeless 
punch, it landed on the weak one and he fell moaning. Ed stood in front of 
him and rolled up his sleeves. “This is going to 'urt you more than is going to 
'urt me!” He chuckled, his red whiskers moved as he spoke, then he 


proceeded to bash Reese's skull against the hard brick wall. He did it once, 
twice, three times before Reese could not hear anything anymore. They were ° 
shouting but he could hear none of it. Reese finally slumped into 
unconsciousness. The fight that felt like hours, which was only about ten 
minutes, was over. Reese was only out for about five minutes, so when he 
came to, he could see that they were walking around to another alley. 
“Probably to beat up another poor soul.” Reese moaned to himself. 


He rolled over and dragged himself over to the gasoline can to see if his 
money and flower were still there. They were, and he was relieved. “I'll be 
able to give a peace offering to 'Cilla.”” He whispered, huskily, but then he 
added “If she doesn't shoot me before I come through the door.” He used a 
garbage can to steady himself and he slowly got up. His knees felt as wobbly 
as a newborn calf. He felt around for things he might trip over and then, very 
slowly, began stumble toward the flat. 


Reese dragged his feet up the steps and gave up half way through the door. 
He put his hands on the door frame to keep himself from falling face first 
again. “Reese!” 'Cilla yelled, “What happened? Are you alright? What did 
you do?” Reese rubbed his forehead. “These guys... they... jumped me.” 
Every word jabbed his chest. “Jumped you? What did they want?” He 
shrugged his shoulders “I don't know, I think I got cocky on them and that 
made 'em mad.” 'Cilla frowned “I think it was something more.” “Naw, all I 
did was sass them and that turned them loose.” “But you fight a// the time.” 
“No I don't, they were just looking for trouble.” 'Cilla pointed her spoon at 
him “You are trouble!” Reese didn't really listen to the rest. She was still 
going on though. She sure is pretty when she is mad. Reese thought, rubbing 
his nose. “Are you even listening?” 'Cilla asked “Yeah, sure, I'm trouble.” 
Reese grimaced. 'Cilla's face softened. “Here, come over to your bed.” She 
led him over to the bed then turned to heat water on the stove, she stoked the 
fire, then gathered up her little medicine bag she kept in her shoe trunk. 


The kettle whistled and the flustered 'Cilla didn't seem to hear it. Little 
Rosetta, with her purple blanket dragging behind her, came and tugged on 
her skirt. “Cilla? Your pot is singing.” “Singing?” “Very badly.” Rosetta 
nodded. 'Cilla smiled down at the little girl. “Well, would you like to help me 
take care of Reese?” “Oh, yes, 'Cilla!” When the girls reentered the room, 
Liam, Jeremiah and Samuel were sitting on Reese's bed, talking to him. “Did 
ja punch 'em back? Did ja Reese? Did ja?” Jeremiah asked bouncing up and 

down. Reese smiled so big, his dimples became ditches. “Well, there was 
this one lad, and he came upon me and I punched him right in the face!” 
“Whoa!” gasped Liam, Jeremiah and Samuel, in unison. 'Cilla raised a 
skeptical eyebrow at Reese and his admirers. 'Cilla handed Rosetta cloth 
bandages near the stove. She poured the hot water into a chipped mixing | 


bowl, it was a miracle that it could still hold water. Her ears still tuned to 
what Reese was going to say next. 


“And then, they tried to bash me brains out on the pavement and brick wall!” 
'Cilla's head was down because she was concentrating on not spilling water, 
but it shot up to look at Reese when he said that, “Truly, Reese? Did they 
really?” 'Cilla sounded worried, as if it was still happening. Reese looked 
‘Cilla in the her hazel eyes. “Yes 'Cilla, truly they did.” 'Cilla knelt down 
beside Reese as he continued with his story. “Rosetta, please hand me one of 
your bandages.” Rosetta, proud to be helping, handed 'Cilla a crisp, white 
cloth, not knowing that it soon would be dirtied with blood. “Now Rosetta, 
go and get me the wash rag that is hanging on the little hook near the 
fireplace.” Rosetta obediently ran and got it. 'Cilla dipped the rag into the 
warm water, squeezed it, then placed it on the open skin on the back of 
Reese's head. “And then -ow, gentle- I landed on the ground and they kept 
kicking me! I think they broke some ribs.” “I hope not, those are hard to fix.” 
'Cilla winked. Reese grinned, but then scowled as 'Cilla wrapped a bandage 
around his head. “Well, they will think twice before trying to beat you up 
again, right Reese?” Liam asked “Right, next time, I'll only come home with 
a black eye and they will end up in the grave.” Reese boasted. “That's 
enough, no more. I don't want to hear it.” 'Cilla blurted out. Reese looked 
hurt, but he understood. 'Cilla finished up and put her stuff back in its chest. 
“Can Reese...” Liam started “May Reese.” 'Cilla corrected. “May Reese tell 
us a story while we wait for Mister Masten to get home?” Liam asked. 
Rosetta grabbed her blanket from 'Cilla, and crawled into Reese's lap and 
snuggled against him. Reese gave 'Cilla a startled look. But 'Cilla grinned at 
them and nodded her head. “Please 'Cilla, Reese tells such good stories.” 
Rosetta mumbled, her thumb in her mouth. Reese looked over at 'Cilla. “Yes, 
Reese, please tell us a story.” 'Cilla urged to him. Reese smiled, pleasantly. 
“Well, O.K. Once there was this little boy and girl...” 


“Are the children all asleep?” Reese asked “Yes, and my father too, what is 
this all about Reese? Why are you keeping me up so late?” 'Cilla yawned 
“Here.” He put the money he earned into her hands “I know it's not much, 
but I'm working on it.” 'Cilla stared at the coins in her hand. “I earned it, too, 
'Cilla. I came by it honestly.” “Where did you get it?” 'Cilla asked “I'm 
working for Mr. Rosier, the man who runs the flower shoppe on the corner. 
He paid me, we agreed upon one pound, ten shillings for errands.” 


'Cilla's eyes sparkled “Y-you got... a job?” “A paying one.” 'Cilla beamed 
“I'm so glad! Pa has be going down so fast he can barely work. I'm so 
pleased you found yourself something good and honest.” the two hugged, 
then 'Cilla started to cry. 


“Whats wrong?” Reese asked grasping her shoulders. “Dr. Cyders came by 
today.” “And?” Reese asked worriedly “And... He said pa would not make it 
through the rest of the winter.” “Oh, 'Cilla.” Reese breathed in shock. He 
pulled her to him, she soaked his shoulder bandage with her tears. He stroked 
her hair and kissed the top of her head. “There, there. Your pa is one of my 
best friends, he is like the father I never had.” ““What will we do, Reese? I 
can't live without my father! He gives me advice on how to control the boys, 
he has taught me and you everything he knows! He makes five pounds a 
week, how can we live without that money? How can we stay safe?” then she 
very quietly added “Who will tell me how much I look like Snow White?” 
Reese looked her straight in the eyes and gasped in a wavering voice, “I will 
help with the boys, I'll make seven pounds a week! I will keep us safe.” This 
whole time, 'Cilla was sobbing so much she could barely catch her breath. 
Then Reese added with all certainty, “I will tell you that you look like Snow 
White.” 


Chapter 4: In Which Reese has to Find 'Cilla a Birthday Present 


1900 
“Mr. Masten.” Young Reese began. “What does 'Cilla want for her 
birthday?” The bald man with a fluffy brown mustache leaned back in his 
chair. He thought for a moment before he spoke. “Well Reese, I'm sure she 
will love anything you give her. But what women, or girls really like are 
flowers. Or diamonds, but we can't really afford that.” Reese sat down. 
“Girls are hard.” he complained “Don't I know it.” Mr. Masten chuckled. 
“Ten is a big number for 'Cilla, we need to get her something nice.” “How 
about this?” Mr. Masten leaned into Reese's ear and told him. Reese tried 
counting his coins, but he could not. Frustrated, he threw them at 'Cilla's 
door. 'Cilla opened her door and glanced out. “What is wrong?” she asked, 
sweetly. Reese reluctantly picked up his coins and brought them over to 
‘Cilla for her to count. “How much is this?” Reese mumbled, pouring them 
into her hands. 'Cilla dumped them on her bed. “One... Two... Three...” she 
whispered. Then she scooped them up and placed them in Reese's hands. 
“You have two pounds, fifteen shillings.” Reese tipped his cap to her and 
then raced out the door. After stopping to crush cans, he turned the corner to 
a little shop. 


He pushed through the green door, tinkling the small bell at the top of 
doorway when the door reached it. “Can I help you, lad?” the middle aged 
man asked from behind the counter. “Yes sir! How much are your roses?” “5 
shillings each.” he replied. “Great! I'll take the ten, please.” “Ah, roses. My 
personal favorite. They are in my name, you know.” the man waved his hand 
at the sign above him. Reese nodded his head, pretending to read and 
understand. The man bagged the roses and wrapped a rubber band around 
them. Reese was walking around, looking at a roll of ribbon. 


A gentlemen walked in. “Can I help you, sir?” “Yes, I would like a dozen 
tulips, tied with a ribbon, please.” “Yes, sir.” Reese watched as the florist 
gathered twelve tulips, then tied a purple ribbon around them. “Three 
pounds, please.” the man gave him the money, then left. Reese walked over 
to the counter. “How much is ribbon?” “Four shillings more.” Reese slapped 
more money on the counter. “I would like a red ribbon tied around the 
roses.” the man raised his eyebrows “That brings your total to two pounds 
fourteen shillings, lad. You only get a penny back.” Reese pushed his money 
further toward the man. “I'll take the ten roses, and the red ribbon.” the man 
took the rubber band off the roses and replaced it with a red ribbon. “There 
you go, lad. Ten roses plus one ribbon...” he leaned over the counter to Reese 
and handed him a bright, new, shiny copper penny. “And one penny.” Reese 


grabbed the flowers off the counter and stuck his penny in his pocket. Then — 
he turned to go out the door to bring 'Cilla her birthday present. 


Chapter 5: In Which 'Cilla has her hands full 


1906 
'Cilla picked Rosetta up off the floor and swung her on her hip. “And then I 
would feed all my kitties!” she finished after chattering on and on about all 
the cats she would have when she got older. Rosetta rubbed her worn, dark 
purple blanket against her soft, baby cheek. She laid her head on 'Cilla's 
shoulder as 'Cilla stirred gravy for the biscuits. She was not a heavy little 
girl, but she was bulky, so from time to time 'Cilla had to heave her up higher 
on her hip. Rosetta pulled her thumb out of her mouth in order to point and 
yelled “Kitty!” 'Cilla jumped, almost making her drop Rosetta. 'Cilla put her 
down and let her toddle over to the screen door. She pressed her nose on it 
and she tried to push. “No, no Rosie.” 'Cilla called, pulling the door closed. 
Rosetta spread her blanket in front of the door and sat down on it, watching 
the scrawny stray poke around in the garbage can. 


Jeremiah and Samuel raced in, pushing the door and making Rosetta sail 
across the floor, sitting on her blanket. “Where is your brother?” 'Cilla asked, 
walking over to where Rosetta tumbled. “He's coming, he dropped his 
'omework in a puddle.” 


“And you didn't help him?” The boys stared at her. “Oi! We do got to do 
everyfing?” “Boys, go back and help your brother!” “Yes 'am” they sighed, 
then jumped over Rosetta , who had drug her blanket back into place. 
“Rosetta, it's best that you don't sit in front of the door. Someone might hit 
you with it again.” “Like mista Masten?” she asked, pointing down the alley. 
'Cilla brushed herself then peeked out the door. Mr. Masten was trudging 
down the alley, holding his shoulder and limping. You could see his breath 
and it came out it short puffs. 'Cilla picked Rosetta up and rushed out the 
door. 


“Pa? Are you alright?” she asked, laying a hand on his shoulder and walking 
with him. Mr. Masten coughed. “I'm fine Prissy. Take that child inside.” 
Rosetta had her kerchief tied on around her head and her blanket pulled 
tightly around her arms, her nose was already starting to turn red. 'Cilla 
guided him to he door and all three went in. 'Cilla sat Mr. Masten in his chair 
near the small fireplace. She gave him some black bean coffee and a biscuit 
with gravy. Mr. Masten drank his coffee fast but ate his biscuit very slowly. 
'Cilla sat Rosetta down on her lap near the hearth and started to comb out her 

soft, brown hair. Liam, Jeremiah and Samuel fought through the door, 


making as much noise as boys could make. “Boys, your food is hot on the 
stove, come join us and eat. Liam, help Samuel with his.” “Yes 'am” Liam 
replied, then they fought over the biggest biscuit. 'Cilla braided Rosetta's 
hair. “Where is Reese?” she wondered aloud “He's still workin’ at that old 
Rosier's place.” Jeremiah mumbled, crumbs spilling out of his mouth. 
“Thank you, Jeremiah. And next time, please don't talk with your mouth 
full.” 


Late afternoon, Mr. Masten went to bed. This concerned 'Cilla, for Mr. 
Masten was always the last to go to bed. But he stayed in bed for several 
hours afterwords. ‘Cilla went over to shake him awake for dinner. He did not 
move. 'Cilla put her hand on his face, it was burning up. Alarmed, 'Cilla ran 
outside to fill a bowl with snow, it was dirty, but it would have to do. She 
came inside and melted it a little. Then she dipped a rag into the bowl. After 
laying it on her fathers forehead, she covered him with a blanket. After a 
while, he began to shake violently. 'Cilla, terrified, called Liam and Jeremiah 
to go and get Reese. The two boys put on their coats and mufflers, then took 
off for the flower shoppe. 'Cilla asked Rosetta to go and get the blanket off 
their bed. Little Rosetta cam back with it, dragging behind her. It snagged on 
a nail and 'Cilla heard a rip. She cringed and Rosetta looked as if she was 
going to cry. “Never mind, just hand it to me, there's a good girl.” Rosetta 
handed the long, blue quilt to 'Cilla. She shook it out then gently threw it on 
him. 'Cilla got down on her knees and undid her fathers tie and threw it over 
her shoulder. 


Soon, 'Cilla heard quick footsteps racing down the alley. She stepped 
outside to see Liam, Jeremiah and Reese running down the alley toward her. 
Their caps were bouncing on their heads. Reese's deep green eyes looked at 
her. with worry flaming in them. They rushed in, Reese was last. He ran over 
the thin aluminum threshold, it bowed beneath him. Reese's coat, hat, and 
scarf practically flew off him and dropped in a heap behind him. Reese's hair 
seemed redder then ever against his pale white skin and flushed cheeks. 
Reese came down hard on his knees next to where Mr. Masten was laying. 
Reese put his hand on his forehead then called 'Cilla over to touch hers to be 
able to tell the difference. 


Mr. Masten moaned and hacked so badly they were sure his lungs had 
exploded. After 4 while of this, Reese called Liam and Jeremiah over. “I 
want you two to go get Dr. Cyders, tell him that it's Mr. Masten and that he is 
practically singeing the sheet as he lays on 'em. And tell him that he can't 
stop coughin” “But Dr. Cyders is on da Norf side of London! We'll never get 
there, now that is quittin' time.” Reese threw up his hands “Have I not taught 
you anything? The roofs are our friends! Use 'em!” 


Liam and Jeremiah grinned at each other with glee. They put on their caps 
and ran outside. They found the drain pipe that Reese used so often, as could 
be seen by the black scuff marks made by the shoes of previous climbers. 
They finally were on top when 'Cilla stepped out the door and called up to 
them “Be careful! The roofs are slippery with snow! Don't stray to close too 
the edge!” the boys tipped their caps to her, revealing choppy, light, mousey 
brown hair, then they raced off, their shoes pattering as they hit the shingles. 


A half an hour later, 'Cilla heard a car pull up in the alley. Out stepped Liam, 
Jeremiah and Dr. Cyders. “Oh Dr. Cyders come quickly! Pa's fever has 
risen!” Dr. Cyders crawled in his car and pulled out his black medicine bag, 
then went up the concrete steps and over to the bed which Reese was 
kneeling by. Dr. Cyders opened his black bag and pulled out a stethoscope. 
He put the little knobs in his ears and put the round block on Mr. Masten's 
chest. After a long and enduring look over, Dr. Cyders packed his stuff away 
and stood up. “Well? What is the matter with him?” 'Cilla quaked. Dr. 
Cyders shoved his hands in his pockets. “Your father..uh...” he began “Hurry 
up doctor, no sense in dawdling.” Reese gulped. “Mr. Masten, has... Typhoid 
Fever.” 'Cilla cried so hard. Reese held her, gently hushing her and telling 
her not to scare the children. Her sobs were muffled by Reese's shoulder. 
“T'm.. very sorry. This came as a shock to me as well, He was so healthy a 
couple months ago, even three weeks ago when I saw him. I thought he 
would get better, but...” 'Cilla dried her eyes with her apron. “How long does 
he have, doctor?” she hiccuped. “Here, in the dusty alleys, I'd say two weeks. 
At my office, were I can take care of him, about a month.” 'Cilla looked at 
Reese, then Reese requested, “May we send him with you and come by every 
couple of days?” “Yes... but, the little ones are not to come, they could catch 
it too easily. And you two would have to wear masks and wash your clothes 
before you came home.” “Another reason why he can't stay here. We could 
all get it.” Reese told 'Cilla. 


After a while 'Cilla gave in. “Fine, he can go with you, doctor.” she 
trembled. “Very well, Reese can help me get him in my car.” They went over 
to the bed, 'Cilla hung back, holding the children close in the corner of the 
room. Dr. Cyders and Reese spread a sheet on the floor, then gently rolled 
him on to it. They each took two corners and picked him up. They carried 
him across the room and out the door 'Cilla was holding for them. Liam ran 
out ahead of them and opened the door of the shiny black car. They slid Mr. 
Masten in the back seat. 'Cilla watched all this from the doorway, Rosetta on 
her hip. Dr. Cyders climbed in the front seat. “I'll be back Sunday to give you 
a report and take one of you to see him.” 'Cilla leaned in the window. “Thank 
you doctor, tell us whenever he wakes up.” “I will, dear girl.” he backed up 
and pulled into the street, then drove on. 


Chapter 6: In Which Reese Knocks Heads with the Constable 


1906 

After several visits and many papers needed to be signed for Mr. Masten, 
Reese needed to take his mind of Mr. Masten and all their struggles. 'Cilla 
and Rosetta were busy washing sheets and blankets so Reese needed another 
way out. The washing basin was just outside the door and right in front of his 
drain pipe. Reese went into 'Cilla's room, climbed on her bed and started to 
open her window. “Wot are you doin'?” Jeremiah asked from behind. Reese 
jumped in surprise, causing him to knock his head on the low ceiling. Reese 
grimaced, rubbing an appearing knot on the top of his head. “What do you 
want? You just about knocked me silly!” Reese grunted. “Sorry Reese,” the 
little boy mumbled, lowering his head in embarrassment. Reese grabbed off 
his cap and mussed Jeremiah's filthy, light brown hair. He smiled and asked 
again. “I'm going to play on the roofs.” Reese responded, climbing out the 
window. “Can I come?” he asked. Reese ducked his head back in “Come? 
Well, I don't know if 'Cilla...” “Please!” Jeremiah begged. Reese sighed and 
plopped down on the bed, the springs squealed in protest . 


The two started at each other. Reese's cap was tipped at a jaunty angle. 
Jeremiah's coat was tattered and worn. “Fine! Go get you brothers.” Reese 
sighed at last. “Hooray! Liam! Sammy! You'll neva guess!” Reese smiled to 
himself. 


Jeremiah returned with Liam, his nose was turned up and he looked a little 
confused. Liam was followed by Samuel. “Are we all ready?” Reese asked. 
All the boys nodded, their caps shaking down to their foreheads. Reese 
hopped out the window and helped the other boys come down. Then they 
crept around the corner to the next building's drain pipe. Liam scampered up 
first, then Jeremiah, then Samuel, who got pulled up by each arm by 
Jeremiah and Liam. Finally, Reese climbed up and they took off on the ridge, 
balancing with their arms spread out. Reese let himself fall back and slide on 
the shingles, then he dropped off the edge out of sight. “Reese!” The boys 
shouted, frantically. “Down 'ere!” Reese called from below. The boys got 
down on their stomachs and crawled to the edge and peered over. Reese had 
landed on another roof attached to the building. “Reese knows the streets so 
well!” Jeremiah admired. “Well, 'dis is East London, if he was in Norf 
London, he would be followin’ us around.” Liam remarked. Jeremiah 
shrugged “He could find 'is way, no problem.” “Boys! Are you coming or 
wot?” Reese called up at them. Liam pointed at Jeremiah. “I'll make a bet 
with you, I'll bet Reese can't find which way is up in Norf London and if I'm 
right, you have to carry my books to school and if you're right, I'll carry your 
books.” “Deal!” Jeremiah shouted and then the two boys shook on it. “Boys! 


Don't make me come up there!” “We're coming!” they shouted, then slid 
down the roof, each landed on their feet. “Come, I know a good spot were 
we can have a little fun.” Reese said “And maybe we can go to Norf 
London?” Liam asked. Reese looked over his shoulder “North London? Wot 
do you want to go there for?” Liam shrugged his shoulders “I just think it 
would be fun.” “Well, maybe, if we have time.” 

They soon stopped on top of a candy store's roof and slid down into a open 
dumpster. Reese, Liam and Jeremiah hopped out, peeling sticky wrappers off 
themselves. “Liam, Jeremiah. Where is Samuel?” Reese questioned, looking 
around. “In here!” yelled a small, muffled voice. Reese went over to the 
dumpster and looked in. “Sam?” “Down 'ere!” a pile of cabbage and lollipop 
sticks moved. Reese tumbled head first into the dumpster, Liam and 
Jeremiah looked over and watched as Reese dug through all the garbage until 
he uncovered the knobby-kneed boy. Reese stuck his hands under Samuel's 
arms and pulled him out. Reese stood up and placed him outside the 
dumpster, then jumped out himself. 


They walked in front of the candy store and were about turn the corner when 
Liam tugged on Reese's sleeve. Reese turned around and saw Jeremiah and 
Samuel pressing their noses on the glass window. Their breath fogged the 
window, they were watching an old gentleman buy two bags full of 
cinnamon disks, he smiled at them, then headed for the door. “Come on, 
lads!” Reese dictated grasping their collars and pulling them away from the 
window and started for the street. “Wait, lads!” the old gentleman called 
from the front of the store. The gang turned. The old gentleman ran up and 
handed one of his bags of cinnamon disks to Samuel and the other bag to 
Reese. “You share those now, and be good.” he winked, His Irish accent was 
thick and sharp. Then the man turned on the heel of his polished brown shoe 
and disappeared down another street. Samuel stared and the clear bag of 
candy in his hand. “I... don't know what to say.” he whispered. Reese thought 
for a long time then put his arms around Jeremiah and Samuel's shoulder, 
pushing them along and saying “‘Lads, enjoy this random act of kindness, 
because it don't come along to often.” They were quiet for awhile, then 
Reese said “Let's save one bag for 'Cilla and Rosetta.” 


“Shhh! Liam, hold on tighter, don't let 'em go!” Reese grunted, quietly. 

Liam and Reese were dangling Samuel upside down by his ankles over a 
lady with a wig for hair. They were on top of an awning, sticking out from 
the side of a building. “Hurry up, lads!” Samuel peeped “Me head feels like 
its 'bout to 

explode!” They lowered him soundlessly. The lady was so absorbed in 
chatting with her friend that she did not feel the sudden draft on her head as 
Samuel gently picked the wig off her head. “Haul 'em up, Liam!” Reese said, 
struggling under the suspended weight of the little boy. They slowly began to 


pull him up, then Liam grabbed a patch on Samuel's pants. The patch ripped 
off and Samuel would almost have plummeted on top of the lady if Reese did 
not have a hold of his other leg. Samuel lurched forward then stopped so 
suddenly that his scream caught in his throat came out as a hiccup. They 
hauled him back over the awning and on to the roof. “I got it!” Samuel 
rejoiced, waving the wig. 


“Good job lad! Give it here!”” Reese ordered. Samuel handed it over and 
they slid off the roof. They walked in front of the lady on the other side of 
the street to admire their work. Many people were staring. At last, her friend 
looked up and screeched “Your wig!” the lady felt the top of her head and 
screamed herself. Jeremiah could not help laughing. Soon Samuel joined 
him. Reese elbowed Samuel and the wig fell out of his coat pocket. The lady 
saw this and pointed at Reese “You!” she accused. Reese was taken aback 
“M-me?” 


“Yes! Constable!” she called over to the constable on the street corner. Her 
chest was puffed out and her face was red. “Yes Madam?” he asked “That 
boy stole my wig! Right off my head!” she pointed wildly at Reese. “Sir, is 
true?” “Well... uh.” Reese stammered, looking down at his feet. Samuel 
stood silent. “Sir, did you take a wig off that woman’s head?” “Y-yes sir.” 
Reese breathed, finally. “Well son, what do you have to say for yourself?” 
“Sorry, miss.” Reese nodded toward the woman. “Well now, is everything 
resolved?” the constable asked, turning to the women. “Well... Yes, I 
suppose.” she huffed “Then you can all go along about your day. Alright?” 
“Yes sir.” Reese nodded his head. “Alrighty then.” then he whistled away, 
twirling his baton around. The party ran as if their flanks were on fire. 


After they were a safe distance away, Samuel turned to Reese. “I'm the one 
that stole 'er wig. How come you didn't blame me?” Reese smiled a little, but 
he didn't answer. After a long silence, Liam spoke up. “Now can you go to 
Norf London?” Reese, happy that he no longer had to give Samuel an 
answer, nodded his head. They walked a while then they finally came into 
large, bustling North London. There was cars and smoke and a ton of people 
yelling. Reese looked around, it was much more different then East London. 
There were a lot more businesses, cars and people. “Come this way! I know 
were my house is!” Liam shouted, even though he had no idea at all. He led 
Reese and the others through twisted alleys and dark streets. Then he threw 
up his arms and proclaimed, “I don't know where we are anymore!” Reese 

rubbed his nose and looked around. Jeremiah looked at his tall role model, a 
dashing, strong man with little sense of fear and a voice that could persuade 
anyone. “Maybe Reese knows where we are!” Jeremiah piped up. “No he 
doesn't! He don't know a fing 'bout Norf London!” Liam ranted. “Actually...” 
Reese trailed off. “This way! Follow me.” Reese took off running. 
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“Turn here.” they turned and plodded down an alley. Reese ran up to a drain 
pipe as if he always knew where it was. He climbed up it and on to the roof. 
Liam, Jeremiah and Samuel followed. They all stood on the roof as Reese 
looked around. “That way.” he pointed and they hopped from building to 
building until things started to look familiar. “Here, slide down.” Reese 
pointed at the drain pipe. One by one they slid down, their feet hitting the 
ground causing a cloud of dust to form around them. They finally reached 
their small flat. 


They stepped through the door and Rosetta rushed to greet them, a spoon in 
her hand. “You got home just in time! 'Cilla was going to make me eat my 
porridge, but now I don't have to!” she exclaimed, gleefully. ‘Cilla was 
leaning on her bedroom door frame, her arms were folded and she was 
looking hard at them. “Where have you been? I've been worried sick! I had 
no idea where you and the boys went, I didn't know if they were with you or 
not and you got muddy footprints all over my clean sheets!” “We are really 
sorry, ‘Cilla. We meant no harm and we will wash you sheets” Samuel 
stuttered. 'Cilla's glare softened and the corners of her lips turned up. “Don't 
worry about it, Samuel. I'll take care of it.” Reese walked over to her. “I'm 
sorry, I should have left a note or something.” “Reese, you know good and 
well you couldn't have done that.” 'Cilla spat “Where did you go?” “We went 
to North London, only to get lost.” Reese glanced at Liam, who looked at 
him with all innocence in his eyes. Reese handed her the cinnamon disks. 
“Whats all this?” she questioned. “A old man just walked up and gave us two 
bags. We have no idea who he was.” _ 

“Well, set those down and get your bowls. I made soup tonight.” 


Late that night, after 'Cilla had given Rosetta a bath then given herself one, 
she brushed her hair and quietly climbed into bed as to not to disturb Rosetta. 
She snuggled down and put her hand under her pillow. Something odd and 
hairy was under there. She pulled it out. It was a wig. 


Chapter 7: In which 'Cilla Tries to teach Reese to Count. 


1901 

“This is not going to work!” Reese moaned “Reese, you're thirteen! It about 
time you learned to count!” eleven-year-old 'Cilla insisted, holding a handful 
of smooth pebbles. Reese sighed and watched as 'Cilla talked nonsense about 
numbers and stones. “Hand me had that pencil over there.” 'Cilla ordered. 
Reese handed it to her, and she began to write on the rocks. “Now this rock 

_ is number one and that pebble is number two...” Reese stared blankly at the 
markings made on the flat stones. “Do you understand?” 'Cilla asked out of 
nowhere. Reese sadly shook his head, 'Cilla sighed. “I'm trying to help you. 


When you get a job one day you are going to need to know how to count and 
read and everything!” 


From then on for the rest of the lesson, Reese tried to cooperate, trying to 
make sense of it all, but it was in vain. “Now, count from one to five.” 
“One... two... four... five?” 'Cilla shook her head, sadly. Reese threw up his 
hands, almost knocking 'Cilla in the nose. “I've tried! I just can't do it! You 
can not teach me to count because I will never learn!” Reese ran out the door 
and down the alley. 'Cilla took of after him, then stopped half way. “Reese! 
Come back!” she shouted. He didn't look back. “Please?” she whispered to 
herself, softly. 


Chapter 8: In Which 'Cilla is doing all Her Winter Planning 


1906 
'Cilla dressed herself in a long gray wool skirt, a white button up blouse and 
a worn, ragged brown shawl. Then she brushed her hair and pinned it up. She 
gently jostled Rosetta awake, dressed her in her small purple blouse and a 
sooty, cream colored skirt. Then she tied a cream colored kerchief around 
little Rosetta's head. The two left their room to get on their boots near the 
door. 


After filling a basket with bread, cheese and a small jug of water, 'Cilla 
leaned down to Rosetta and whispered “Go and nicely wake up your 
brothers, we have a big day today!” Rosetta walked over to the two beds, 
almost tripping on her too-long skirt. She hopped on the bed and sweetly 
whispered in their ears, “Time to get up! 'Cilla is taking us somewhere!” 
Liam grunted and rolled over, squishing Samuel under him. “Come on, 
lads!” Jeremiah cheered, tumbling out of bed. 'Cilla smiled at him “There's a 
good lad. Now, get on your clothes and coat meet me by the door.” The two 
other boys worked themselves out of bed and grabbed their warm clothes 
hanging by the hot stove. 


'Cilla pulled on her coat and put her money purse in a pocket hidden 
amongst folds in her skirt. She picked up the basket with their lunch in it and 
waited for Liam, Jeremiah and Samuel. 


They left their home at eight o'clock and started for the stores on Wellington 
St. 'Cilla held Rosetta's hand and led her into a general store. She released 
her hand near the metal basin of rag dolls and told her to stay put. Jeremiah, 
Liam and Samuel marveled over the cars and trains made out of wood. 'Cilla 
walked silently up to the desk. “I would like to know the price of a pound of 
ham.” the store manager looked up, still busy writing in the log book. “Yes, 
uh... well.” he stammered, taking in 'Cilla's somewhat disheveled 


appearance. “It's... ten shillings a pound.” “T'll will take four pounds, please.” 
The store man raised his his bushy eyebrows. ““You? Want four pounds of 
ham?” “Yes, wrapped in wax paper please.” she added, kind of annoyed. As 
the man was busy with her ham, she went over to the soap. She put two bars 
on the counter and then headed for the salt and black pepper. 


After she was done shopping, she paid for it all, put it in her basket and went 
over to find Rosetta. She was hugging a rag doll, it had brown buttons for 
eyes, a red thread for a smile and her hair was brown yarn. Her dress was all 
purple, with a gold-colored sash. It had a high collar and pinned to the top of 
the collar was a cameo brooch, with the face of an lady on it, carved in ivory. 


She was looking to the left and her hair was piled elegantly on top of her 
head. Her nose was nice and straight and she had perfect, rounded off lips. 
“Come on, Rosetta, put the doll down.” Rosetta buried her face in the doll 
then peeked her brown eyes out at 'Cilla. She held the doll up to 'Cilla “Isn't 
she pretty!?” “Yes! Very beautiful. How much is she?” 'Cilla asked, with out 
much heart, knowing that it would be too much. Rosetta lifted the hem of the 
dolls dress to reveal a tag that had 'Three pounds' scrawled across it. “I'm 
sorry, Rosetta. This is too much. Maybe we can get you a doll later.” 'Cilla 
acknowledged, sadly. Rosetta obediently put the doll back in the basin. 
“Come, you can help me carry the things.” The two walked up to the front 
and 'Cilla handed the lightest bag to Rosetta. 


'Cilla, Jeremiah, Liam, Rosetta and Samuel walked until they were on 
Birdcage Walk, near St. James Park. 'Cilla turned into the park and spread 
her shawl on the ground. The children were pleasantly surprised, picnics 
were a treat. They pulled out their lunch and started to eat, hungrily. They 
soon were all done and 'Cilla asked Rosetta to open up the bag she got to 
carry from the store. She did so and pulled out a small loaf of shortbread. 


“Oh! Shortbread is our favorite treat!” Rosetta squealed. 'Cilla sliced it, glad 
that her surprise had delighted them. It was soon time to go home after 
playing games of races and sticks. As they started off down the street, 'Cilla 
looked over her shoulder to get a glimpse of Buckingham Palace. She 
wondered if the queen was eating shortbread with her tea. 


They returned home and 'Cilla asked Rosetta to go and retrieve a bundle of 
wool winter socks, tied with string, for her to wash. 'Cilla turned and filled 
all their pots with snow and put them all on the burners to melt the snow and 
make warm water for washing the socks with out shrinking them. Rosetta 
' walked into their room and pulled open the chest. She saw a tiny box wedged 
in the corner of the trunk. She pulled it out and sat on the bed. She opened it 
and inside was money, a pearl necklace, a few pictures of people she did not 


recognize and a pearl comb. She took it up and wedged it her tangled mass of 
hair. She picked up the little hand mirror laying on top on 'Cilla's folded 
night gown in the trunk. She admired herself for a while and was just about 
to place the mirror gently back in its place when... “What are you doing?” 
'Cilla had come in. Rosetta was so startled that the mirror flipped from her 
hand and smashed to the floor. 


‘Cilla turned to get a broom to sweep it up. When she was done, she threw 
the broken mirror in the garbage pail, the mirror shards looked quite pretty 
laying in the snow. She came back in to where Rosetta was. She had her 
small face buried in a pillow and she was whimpering. “Oh! Don't cry, love. 
Its alright, that mirror was nothing special.” 'Cilla whispered, softly. Rosetta 
turned her face to 'Cilla. “I'm very sorry. I was playing and not getting your 
socks.” she bawled “Oh, sh, sh.” 'Cilla cradled Rosetta then set her up and 
started to brush her hair. Rosetta picked up a small photograph of a woman 
with long dark hair, she was small and delicate, her skin was pale. She 
looked exactly like 'Cilla, only this woman was older. “That is my mother.” 
'Cilla explained, looking over Rosetta's shoulder. “She looks just like you!” 
'Cilla smiled, “That is what my father always said.” “Where is she?” 'Cilla's 
smile wavered. “She... died, a few hours after I was born.” Rosetta did not 
quite understand but she knew enough to know it was upsetting 'Cilla. “My 
father always said that my mother and I looked like Snow White.” “Who is 
Snow White?” “Well, if you sit on lap I will tell you.” 'Cilla told the story of 
Snow White to Rosetta. After she was done, she combed her hair back and 
slid the comb in. Rosetta felt the side of her head, feeling the comb was 
placed properly, she smiled. “You look just like a princess.” 'Cilla beamed. 
“Like Princess Victoria A-adel?” “Adelaide. Like Princess Victoria 
Adelaide.” 'Cilla corrected. 'Cilla walked outside and picked up a shard of 
mirror and brought it in. She held out so Rosetta could look at herself, she 
smiled happily. 


'Cilla picked the bundle of socks off her bed and dropped them into the 
warm water. 'Cilla took a bar of soap she had bought and grabbed her knife 
and started to shave flakes of into the water. She swished them around and 
let them soak in the soapy water to get the dust off. There was no need for 
the washboard for when 'Cilla had packed them away in the spring, she had 
washed them thoroughly so she would only have to was out the dust in the 
winter. The lye burned her hands a little, but she rinsed them in a pot of cold 
water. “Rosetta, Samuel. Would you please help me wring out these socks?” 
Samuel looked up from his picture book. “Sure, I want to hang them up with 
those little clips!” the two youngest children walked over to her, Rosetta and 
'Cilla began squeezing the socks. After a while, 'Cilla asked where the other 
two boys were. Samuel rocked back and forth on his heels. “I dunno. They 


fede 


said they wod be back shortly, just needed to do an errand or somethin’, 


'Cilla stared at him for a while and he started to shift from one foot to the 
other. She slowly looked back down at her washing and hung the very last 
sock. 


Two hours later, 'Cilla was kneading bread dough, her sleeves were rolled 
up past her elbows and her hands and face were dusted with flour. Then there 
came a knock at the flimsy door. She put the dough in a bowl and shook her 
hands, getting a little flour off them. She peeked through the curtain and saw 
a constable, holding the collars of Liam and Jeremiah. She hastily opened the 
door. “Madam, are you Miss Priscilla Masten?” the constable demanded, 
gruffly. Her mouth was open in confusion and surprise that what came out of 
it either didn't make sense or was inaudible. Finally, she spoke “Y-yes, 

constable. Did Liam and Jeremiah do anything wrong?” “If you call 
pickpocketing 'doing anything wrong’ then yes.” “Pickpocketing?!” she 
roared so unmannerly that the constable cringed. “Yes Madam. I caught the 
two bumping into people and reaching in their pockets or purses. Knocked a 
lady clean down, they did. And as one helped her up, the other snagged a few 
shillings from her purse!” 'Cilla stood fuming in the doorway. “Well, thank 
you constable, for telling me. I'll make sure they never do it again and you 
can bet they'll get a lashing for sure.” “If there is any more trouble, I am 
taking them down to the station for holding.” the constable stated, tipping his 
cap. 


They watched him until he was out of the alley and out of sight. Then 'Cilla 
told Samuel to look after Rosetta, and she took the ears of the two boys and 
dragged them down the alley and in front of 'Rosier's Flowers and 
Decorations’. She pushed the door open with her foot and stomped in. Reese 
was chatting with Mr. Rosier and the two looked up when they saw 'Cilla 
gripping the boys ears and the boys wincing in pain. Reese's brow turned into 
a confused shape and asked “Wots goin' on?” “The constable came by, and 

he told me that these two...” she let go of their ears and pushed them toward 
him “...have been picking pockets all afternoon!” she thundered. Reese 
suddenly was not so cheery anymore. He glowered and spoke to them in 
clenched teeth. “We'll discuss this when we get home.” 'Cilla was somewhat 

surprised by his change in attitude, which she hadn't seen before. “'Cilla, I'll 
be home in a little while, make sure that if they give you more trouble, that 
you will make them sit in chairs until I come home.” Reese steamed. 'Cilla 
nodded and then dragged them out the door. 

Mr. Rosier, who had sunk back into a corner while this was going on, stood 
up, and was quite embarrassed. “Well now, er. I think I have one last job for 
* you. That wood stove over there, it needs to be cleaned and I never really had 
the time to clean it. Would you?” Reese agreed, then got a small shovel and 
an ash bucket and began to scoop out ash. He saw something and stooped to 


pick it up. It was a small slip of half burnt paper. On it were the letters S.M, 
H.C and E.S. He turned it over and looked at a lot of numbers scrawled 
across the back. He slipped it in his pocket then turned to see if Mr. Rosier 
was watching him. Reese tried to finish quickly, then he took the ashes and 
emptied them on the other side of the building. He came back in to pick out 
his flower as Mr. Rosier opened the cash register to get his pay. Reese 
walked out with two pounds, eighteen shillings and one pink carnation. 


Reese stepped through the door. 'Cilla was standing over three boys, 
scrubbing as hard as they could behind the gas stove. 'Cilla turned to him, 
smiling smugly. “Samuel knew what the boys were doing. So that is why he 
is cleaning as well.” 


Reese watched as they grunted down on the floor. After they were done, the 
two sat them down on the bed to talk to them. “Where did you learn to pick 
pockets? What compelled you to do such a thing? Sam, how come you did 
not tell us?” They showered them with questions so much that they forgot 
how to answer. “Well?” after the grilling had stopped. “We were getting paid 
double what ever we got from them pockets and purses.” “Yeah! And we 
would be thirty-three pounds richer if the constable didn't catch us!” Liam 
blurted out. “You must tell us who was paying you.” the two shifted, 
uncomfortably. Finally, the name came out. “Ed Sanders.” Reese sat 
back and put his hands behind is head, gently touching the scar at the base of 
his scalp. Ed's signature. 


Chapter 9: In Which Reese Learns to Read 


1906 

Liam staggered in after school. He dumped the school books on the bench 
under the coat rack and sighed heavily. Jeremiah pranced in behind him, 
carrying nothing. 'Cilla put her hands on her hips “Why is Liam carrying 
your books?” “'Cause I won da bet!” “What bet?” “Oi! Liam thought Reese 
could not find his way out of a paper sack in Norf London. 'E showed 'em 
good!” Liam rolled his eyes “You just like Reese. How was I supposed know 
that we would get lost?” “He is like the big brudda I neva 'ad!” Jeremiah 
remarked, teasingly. He adjusted his cap, making a bunch of dirty, short 
brown hair cling to it. His face was filthy but his brown eyes twinkled. Liam 
crossed his arms and leaned against the wall in a saucy way. He had a 
crooked grin on his face. He was a gangly boy, all arms and legs. His jagged 
brown hair that stuck out under his cap was pressed against his head. His 
bare shins stuck out of his trousers for he did not have tall socks. His notched 
lapel was dirty and needed to be pressed. The boys all had burgundy 
waistcoats and their jackets swooped in a half circle just before their waist. 
Jeremiah made a point to keep his clothes dirty and was rather upset when 


'Cilla made him give them to her for her to wash. 

“Well, it's best now that you do your homework before Reese gets home, 
you might make him feel stupid.” 'Cilla stated. Jeremiah's hand flew to his 
mouth, it made a 'pop' sound. “Reese? Feel stupid? 'Es the smartest guy I 
know!” “He can't read, write or do numbers.” she remarked, sadly. Liam 
went over to the bed and spread out all his books and homework. Then he 
swayed over to 'Cilla and drawled “I'm too tired to do me 'omework now. I 
just carried twice the books I normally carry. Can I rest a while?” “May you 
rest a while.” “May I rest a while?” “Yes, don't forget to eat the snack I made 
you.” Liam looked over at the stove where Jeremiah was already make a 
beeline toward it. He began stuffing cheese and crackers in his mouth as fast 
as he could. 


“Jeremiah!” 'Cilla giggled “Don't eat so fast or you'll be up all night with a 
bellyache! Did you eat the lunch I gave you to take to school.” “Uh, well. 
Not exactly.” ““What ever do you mean? Was the lunch eaten?” “Oh it was 
eaten alright! Ted Barker gobbled it up before me very eyes!” he answered, 
stuffing another piece of cheese in his mouth. 'Cilla rolled her eyes, then 
grabbed him and tickled his ribs. He laughed and tried to squirm away, but 
'Cilla held fast. “Stop... ha... it hurts!..hee hee... stop it!” he shouted, 'Cilla 
dropped him, he was still laughing and panting for breath. 


Reese opened the door and stepped in with a daisy. He handed it to 'Cilla 
and she put it in the vase with all her other fresh from previous work days. 
Reese sat down on the bed next to where Liam was doing his homework. 
“Whatca got there?” Reese asked, slightly interested. “Its me 'omework. The 
one I'm workin' on now is my readin’. I have to read a chapter of 'Arabian 
Nights' every night. Would you like to help me?” 'Cilla stood up “Liam, I 
don't think...” “Sure! I'd love to help. Maybe you can teach me a little 
something.” He winked. 'Cilla sat down and pulled Rosetta on to her lap to 
listen. “The first story is called, 'Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves'.” Reese 
listened intently. He asked a few questions and could, after a while, read a 
sentence or two. After the reading was over, Reese went over to Jeremiah, 
who was working on counting. Jeremiah was thrilled that he got to help 
Reese count. He held up one finger. “One!” he wrote one on his slate. They 
got all the way up to twenty. “Now you try, Reese!” Reese took the slate 
from Jeremiah and began to mark on it with the chalk pencil. It was one 
through five, one through ten and one through twenty. He had gotten them all 
right. In the past three and a half hours, Liam and Jeremiah taught Reese to 
read and count. It was growing dim, so 'Cilla rose, struck a match and begun 
to light the lamps, smiling the whole time at Reese. 


“Goodnight Reese, 'Cilla.” the boys chimed, then they buried themselves 
under the scraggly blankets. 'Cilla dimmed the lamps in that corner of the 


room. She headed for her bedroom, but Reese grabbed her elbow. She 
turned, the lamps flickered, making her cheeks look rosier then ever. “What 
is, Reese?” Reese pulled her down into a chair, next to him. He leaned near 
and asked “Do you know why I was so eager to learn to read and count?” 
‘Cilla had seen a little eagerness, but she did not question it. She shrugged, “I 
can't guess.” Reese opened his jacket and pulled a slip of paper from his 
inside pocket. He showed it to 'Cilla. “S.M, H.C and E.S. So?” he flipped it 
over, she gasped. There were large sums of money, more then 'Cilla had ever 
seen, other then what the Royal family had. And underneath was written, S. 
Masten. H. Cyders and E. Sanders. “Why would my father be on there? He 
never knew Mr. Rosier!” “And Dr. Cyders, what about him?” she shrugged 
again. “I think this, E. Sanders is part of it. He is the same one who paid the 
boys to pick pockets.” “And the one that almost bashed me bloody brains 
out.” Reese added. “Well, I'm going to bed. It might not be anything, but it 
could be something.” She turned and was about to leave. ““And what ever 
you do...” then, in a swirl of skirts she spun around and put her hands on the 
arms of Reese's chair and leaned into his face. “Don't. Get. Caught. 
Snooping!” She then truly left the room and went to bed. Reese sat in the 
dark a long time after 'Cilla had gone to bed. He tapped his foot on the 
hollow sounding floor. Clunk. Ting. Clunk . Ting. Clunk. Ting. Went his 
foot 

as he hit the floor, the nail in his shoe hitting a nail in the flooring. 


All of the sudden, he bolted upright, put on his coat, hat, scarf and gloves. 
Then, he took a quick breath of warm air in the flat before stepping outside 
into the cold night. 


Chapter 10: In Which 'Cilla Finds Herself in a Bit of a Pickle 


1903 

Reese was used to wandering the dark streets after hours, but he had no 
intention of bringing 'Cilla with him. The spunky young girl sneaked out a 
few minutes after he had left. He walked out of the alley and started toward 
the main part of London, when he heard a garbage can hit the ground behind 
him. He turned sharply and saw the thirteen-year-old, black haired beauty 
behind him. She was steadying herself against the wall and was biting her lip 
at the noise she caused. “What do you think you're doing following me?” 
Reese demanded, rather annoyed. “I wanted to see what you do at night, but I 
guess my sneaking technique did not quite work.” she made a angry face at 
the garbage can, then turned back to Reese, smiling sweetly. “Well, then. Are 
you going to show me your precious streets or not?” she questioned, 
brushing herself off. Reese sighed and looked at her, his head cocked to one 
angle and had a contemplative look on his face. Finally, Reese gave in 
"Alright, as you wish." "Goody!" she cheered, clapping her hands. Reese 


smiled, he enjoyed 'Cilla company, even if it was not always wanted. 

The two grabbed the others' hand and Reese pulled her along the street. 

He pointed down several alley ways and closed streets, telling her stories of 
all his adventures and fights. 'Cilla listened to every single one. The story 
that came very last, particularly interested 'Cilla. The story told about Reese's 
first black eye. He had been pushed down the alley backwards. He regained 
his steps after being stuck in between a brick wall and a wall of boys. The 
biggest one, who was about seventeen, picked him up by his collar. He held 
him against the wall and began pounding him with questions, instead of fists. 
They turned him upside down and began to shake him. Nothing fell out of 
his pockets. Unsatisfied, they punched him and dropped him on his head and 
took off. 


'Cilla was rather shocked at that unnecessary act of violence. But Reese did 
not seem to fazed by reliving the memory, and gladly walked over to the 
wall, rubbing his nose. 


'Cilla smelled something strong, it burned her nose and it fizzed. “Reese, do 
you smell that?” “Smell what?” “It smells like, pickles.” Reese, curious, 
lifted his nose in the air and sniffed. He crawled around, trying to find the 
cause of the queer smell. “Its coming from these buckets!” he called over. 


'Cilla lifted her too-long skirt and made her way over to him. They opened 
the lid of the biggest one when there came a noise. “Who's there?!” a dark 
shadow boomed. 


He didn't see 'Cilla, but he saw Reese, and he made a beeline right for him. 
“Please, sir. We meant no harm, we were just...” the man shoved him, 
warningly. “Stay out of things that aren't yours!” the man screamed, turning 
to 'Cilla. “Now what's an pretty little thing like you doing in the dirty streets 
at this hour of the night?” he asked. 'Cilla snarled up her nose as she smell 
the strong smell of whiskey and tobacco on his breath. He reached out at her 
and she push him away, knocking herself backwards into a bucket of the 
strange smelling stuff. She figured it out the moment she felt it. The bubbles 
tickled her legs and it stung a little when it got in her mouth. Brine. And she 
was soaked to the hips in it. Reese was now very angry at the man and the 
trouble he caused. He gave him one swift blow to the nose, knocking the 
intoxicated man flat on his fat stomach. 


“Let's go, 'Cilla.” Reese demanded, lifting her out of the barrel. “I'll never 
hear the end of it from your pa.” Reese said as he held her hand, rushing 
down the street before the man could come to his senses. “I knew I should 
have never let you come with me! I'm so stupid. That man could have hurt 
you if I wasn't there!” “But you were.” she added, softly. He looked down at 


her, “What difference does it make? I was a fool and for that you could have 
been hurt. Why do I have to like you so much that I let you come? Huh?” 
‘Cilla smiled down at her feet as Reese realized what he just said. 'Cilla 
watched his cheeks turn rosy in the lamp light. He stopped and stepped in 
front of her, looked down and said, “Not a one silly, little word about what I 
just said. O.K?” 'Cilla nodded, amused. Then they went on there way, 
preparing themselves for the scolding they would get. They stepped through 
the door and, as expected, Mr. Masten was sitting in his chair, giving them a 
questionable look. The stare down continued until, out of nowhere, Mr. 
Masten asked, “Cilla, why do you smell like pickles?” 


Chapter 11: In Which 'Cilla Visits and Gets a Visit 


1906 
“Reese! Reese, come here please!” 'Cilla called from inside. Reese 
scampered up the cracked up steps and went into the warm room. “Reese, 
I'm going to go visit my pa.” Reese smiled, “Good, I'll come too!” he said. 
“No!” she shouted, gripping his arm. “I need you here, who will look after 
the children?” “They are old enough, they can look after themselves.” 'Cilla 
shook her head. “They can't come, they need to stay here, so that means you 
have as well.” “Well, what am I supposed to do with them!?” he gaped, his 
eyes widening. “'Cilla, I can't stay here all day, I need to go to work. Mr. 
Rosier will not be happy if...” “Perfect!” she interrupted “They can go with 
you to work. Liam and Jeremiah would be good helpers and I'm sure Mrs. 
Rosier wouldn't mind looking after Samuel and Rosetta.” “I... uh.” Reese 
breathed, exasperated. “Good, it is settled.” 'Cilla sang, clapping her hands. 
“Why do I have to like you so much that I let you make me do things, huh?” 
The two stared at each other for a long while. “Fine! I'll do it.” he puffed. 
“Oh yay! Good boy!” she stood on the tips of her toes, kissed his cheek and 
pulled on her coat. “Lunch is at twelve o'clock, I should be home before 
dinner, I put some cheese and ham in the barrel outside filled with snow. Dr. 
Cyders should be taking me home when I'm done, stay at Mr. Rosier's until I 
get home. Alright?” “I got it, go now.” he answered. 'Cilla fled and headed 
down the street. 


She reached North London at about nine o'clock. And found Dr. Cyders 
office thirty minutes later. She rapped on the door and the tall, slender man 
known as Dr. Cyders opened it. “Ah! My dear girl, come in, your father is 
waiting.” she made her way through a thick oak door and into a room where 
it reeked of sick persons. 


She found her father and sat down in a wooden chair beside him. Dr. Cyders 
tapped on her, she turned to look up, he was wearing a mask and was 
handing her one too. She strapped it behind her head and continued to watch 
her fathers chest go up and down. Mr. Masten's eyes fluttered open and he 
turned his head to look at her. “C-Clara?” he sputtered. “Why is he calling 
me 'Clara'? That is my mother's name, not my name.” “He is hallucinating, 
he thinks you are your mother.” “That is because I look so much like her, is 
there anything I can do?” she sniffed “Well, saying that you are Clara will 
give him comfort but if you say that you are his daughter, it might bring him 
back to the real world little by little.” “Pa? Pa its me, 'Cilla, your daughter? 
Papa, don't you remember me?” “Clara?” “Papa, it's me! 'Cilla!” she sobbed. 
“There, there. Don't cry. Everything will be alright.” “But you don't even 
know who I am!” He weakly lifted her chin. His sight crossed back and forth 


so he could not get a clear vision of her. He touched her nose, “'Cilla? My 
little girl? You have come to see me!” “This is a lot for him, you have not 
seen him since he fell worse into the fever. That is why he is trying to get 
used to you.” Dr. Cyders put in. “'Cilla, I love you dearly. I hope you remain 
alright when I'm gone.” “Don't talk like that!” she kissed his hand, through 
her mask. He smiled, then fell back asleep. “Doctor, how long does he 
have?” she asked solemnly. “I'd say now, in his state, one week.” she burst 
into tears and fell on her knees. “There, there, dear girl. Get up, you're 
creating a scene.” Dr. Cyders scolded. 'Cilla dried her tears, hugged her 
father good bye and went into the privacy room to wash and change her 
clothes. “Come, dear. I'll take you home in my car.” 'Cilla went outside and 
slid into the front seat. Dr. Cyders started the car and pulled out of the 
driveway. 


They pulled into the alley and Dr. Cyders turned off the car. 'Cilla trotted up 
the steps and turned to wave good-bye, but Dr. Cyders got out of the car 
instead and walked up to 'Cilla. He removed his stovepipe hat and held it 
between to gloved hands. “Miss Priscilla, I have known your father for many 
years. And it grieves me that is he is leaving us. I would like to make things 
pleasant again. So, after a while of thinking I have decided to do what I'm 
about to do.” “Dr. Cyders, please...” 'Cilla begged, slightly catching on. “No, 
no. I need to do this. Even thought you are still but a child and quite a foolish 
one at that, I find that it will be hard for you after your father dies, I mean, 
you are hardly cappable now with just that boy to help you watch those 
children.” “Dr. Cyders, you insult me. Please, leave be. I need some rest.” 
'Cilla was ready to run down the alley. “Listen, Miss Priscilla Masten...” he 
got closer, 'Cilla panicked backing herself so far that she pressed against the 
door. “...will you marry me?” “Uhh... I...’"Cilla sputtered, Dr. Cyders looked 
at her, expectantly. She put on a fake smile, “Dr. Cyders, as much as I 
appreciate your company and I think you are quite a nice man, I'm afraid I 
cannot marry you, I never have felt the same feeling toward you and... I do 
not wish to be wife just for the sake of comfort and convenience.” she held 
her breath, waiting for the outcome. “I see, I understand.” he put his hat on 
his head. “Doctor, I'm terribly sorry, but...” “Never mind, good luck to you. 
Good bye, Miss Masten.” Dr. Cyders shuffled off to his car and drove away. 
'Cilla was biting her lip so hard she tasted blood, then relaxed when he was 
gone. 


'Cilla pushed her way through the door and began to prepare supper, then 
she went about her other chores, waiting for the others to get home. She 
flitted from room to room like a little bird, making sure everything was just 
so. They finally came home. Reese was carrying a sleeping Rosetta. She had 
a small petunia placed behind her ear. Reese gently put her on the bed in 


'Cilla's room and came out to talk to 'Cilla. “How was your day at the 
chamber?” Reese asked referring to the small, white room where the doctor's 
patients were being treated. “It was fine. Pa thought I was my mother, 
Clara.” she added sadly. Reese pursed his lips, “(How is he?” “He seems to 
be holding up, even with hallucinating.” Reese shoved his hands in his 
pockets, 'Cilla noticed that he had holes in them from doing it so often. He 
paced, then settled down in his chair. He rubbed his chin and and finally 
spoke, “How long does he have? Did Dr. Cyders say?” 


'Cilla seated herself next to him. “Yes, he did.” “Well, how long.” 'Cilla was 
quiet. Reese saw a tear trickle down her cheek, he wiped it away with his 
finger. “Cilla, how long?” “One week.” she blubbered. Reese sat back and 
looked around him in shock. Liam and Jeremiah had been listening to all 
this. “What will 'appen if mista Masten dies?” Jeremiah asked. Liam 
shrugged, “I 'aven't the slightest idea what 'appens after someone dies.” 
“What about mum and dad?’’Jeremiah whimpered. Liam's eyes teared up, “I 
'aven't the slightest idea.” he repeated. 


“Reese, I have to tell you something.” 'Cilla reported after dinner. Reese 
grinned at her, “What? That you have dessert?” “Reese, this is serious.” They. 
stood over by the stove to warm themselves. “What have you got on your | 
mind?” 'Cilla cracked her knuckles, nervously. “After Dr. Cyders brought me 
home, he...” “He what?” Reese started to fume. “He asked me to marry him.” | 
Reese stiffened, “And what did you say?” he asked, coldly. She gave him a 
look. “Reese Windsong! I thought you knew me better, of course I said no!” 
she was rather shocked at his sudden hostility and question. Reese relaxed, 
and grabbed his coat and hat with no warning and fled out the door. “Where | 
in the world do you think you're going?!” She shouted after him. “I've got to | 
ask your pa a question!” he yelled back, trotting backwards, then began | 
running until 'Cilla could no longer see him in the dark street ahead. 


Chapter 12: In Which Reese Gets a Special Surprise 


1906 
Reese came home late at night. “What did you think you would accomplish, 
running off like that.” “Oh, I accomplished plenty.” Reese said aloud to 
himself. “Anyways, sit down and tell me about the slip of paper you found in 
the wood stove at Rosier's.” “Well, after letting Liam and Jeremiah snoop, 
they came to me with something.” “Well?” “It was a letter, addressed to a 
Mr. Enoch L. Johnson, in America. The letter was from Mr. Ed Sanders, it 
had never been open. Ed maybe dropped it visiting Mr. Rosier, I doubt Mr. 
Rosier has anything to do with it. We opened it and Ed was talking to this 
Enoch L. Johnson, telling him all sorts of jobs that could be pulled in 
America, then he went on bragging about the jobs he has done here in 
London. He also sent him a few recipes for moonshine. Ed probably was 
stashing some equipment for making alcohol in our alley and he and his gang 
were coming back to get it when I interrupted him.” “Yes, yes, all very 
fascinating but what about the slip of paper?” “I was getting to that. That slip 
of paper was a sales entry in a book. Your pa sold some junk to Mr. Rosier, 
because he was trying to make a watering system, but it backfired and Mr. 
Rosier sold the parts to Ed Sanders, having no idea he was going to use it to 
do illegal things. This is the amount of money under Ed's name and the 
money under your Pa's name was the amount he sold the scrap to Mr. Rosier, 
so apparently your pa knew Mr. Rosier after all.” “This is great but what 
about the money under Dr. Cyders name?” Reese shrugged “He used the 
liquor for medical uses, I guess.” “I hope this, Enoch L. Johnson does not 
cause any trouble in America.” 'Cilla said. 


“T think tomorrow will be a different sort of day.” Reese wondered aloud. 
“Why do you say that?” “Mr. Rosier was pretty pleased with me and the 
children today, and Mrs. Rosier loved Samuel and Rosetta.” “How does that 
change your day?” “I put Mr. Rosier in a good mood.” Reese smiled, 
teasingly. He started to go to bed when when 'Cilla called, “Reese, how did 
you get all this information?” Reese grinned slyly, “Jeremiah spilled the 
beans and Mr. Rosier told us everything.” 'Cilla rolled her eyes “Jeremiah...” 
she sighed, smiling. “Well, now I'm going to bed.” 


“Ah! Mr. Windsong, you're just in time, come into my office.” Mr. Rosier 
sang the moment Reese stepped through the door the next morning. Reese 
looked around himself in Mr. Rosier's office. It had a maple desk, with brass 
knobs and seven drawers. His desk chair was big and leather, with brass 
upholstery nails stapled into it. Mr. Rosier walked over to the chair and sat in 
it, he gestured toward an small wooden chair in the corner. “Please, pull up a 
seat and lets talk business.” Reese pulled the chair up near the desk and 


waited for what Mr. Rosier had to say. “Lad, you've worked diligently for 
me for quite some time now. You have been loyal, respectful and honest. I've 
never had an employee like that other then my wife. As you can see, the 
flower business pays quite well.” he chuckled “Anyway, I discussed it over 
with my wife last night and we both agreed.” he sat back in his chair and 
crossed his legs. “We decided to make you the manager of 'Rosier's Flowers 
and Decorations'.” Reese would bolted have out of his chair with a whoop if 
it was not for the restraint he had over the the shock of the surprise. “It pays 
eight pounds a week.” he added. “Yes, sir! Thank you sir! It is much 
appreciated!” “I thought a little extra money would be welcome.” he grinned. 
“Now, you can start by taking my place at the counter while I get some paper 
work done.” Reese bounded out of the office, then stopped and stuck his 
head back in the door, “Sir?” “What is it, Reese?” “Would it be alright if I 
ran home real quick to tell 'Cilla.” “Call it a five minute tea break.” he 
grinned, watching Reese fly out the door. 


“'Cilla!’”’ Reese yelled, running so fast his feet could have hit the back of his 
head. 'Cilla was in his path when he came in. He lifted her delicate figure off 
the ground and swung her around. “Reese! What is all this?” she laughed. “I 
got promoted to manager, I told you things were going to change for the 
better! I told you!” he laughed, rubbing his nose against hers. “Mr. Rosier? 

He gave you the job of manager?” “Yes, baby! Everything going to be | 
different. We can put all four kids through school! I'm making eight pounds a | 
week!” he put her down. “I can buy you a new dress, Rosetta can have all the | 
dolls she wants, the boys can have candy every week.” he looked at the | 
clock. “I have to go, break time is over.” he kissed her. She froze in surprise. | 
When she could move, he had already left. Reese came back into the store 

and got behind the counter and started familiarizing himself with the register | 
and the book on how to tie ribbon. One by one, customers flowed in. After 
they died away, a little boy came in. He was about twelve and had a 
perplexed look on his face. “Can I help you, lad?’ Reese asked. The boy 
suddenly took notice of Reese, ““Yes, how much are your roses?” “Well, 
they're five shillings each.” “I'll take ten, and I'd like them tied in a red 
ribbon.” the boy had to stand up on his tip-toe in order to push the money all 
the way on he counter. Reese counted the money. The young lad had a 
determined look on his face that Reese recognized in himself a long time 
ago. Reese tied the roses in their ribbon as best as he could, then dug in the 
cash register for the newest, shiniest, copper penny, which he gave to the boyy 
and whispered to him 


“Good luck, lad.” 


Chapter 13: In Which 'Cilla and Reese go to a Carnival 


1905 
Reese bounded through the door, waving a piece of paper in his hand. 
“Cilla! Look what I found pinned to the notice pole on Adam's street.” 'Cilla 
turned around from making the beds. She walked over and read what was on 
the paper. “Carnival, Friday, Saturday and Sunday. Games, food and a Ferris 
Wheel and Carousel. On Gardener Street, starts at 2 pm.” “Want to go?” 
'Cilla fingered the poster in her hand, Oh! How she would love to go, she had 
never been on a Ferris Wheel or a carousel. She looked over at her father 
who was reading his afternoon paper. He looked up, as if he had read her 
mind. He nodded and gave them a few coins. 'Cilla smiled at Reese and the 
two raced each other down the alley. 


The carnival was an odd sort of place, it had fire-breathers and freak shows, 
people that had nose rings and odd clowns. 'Cilla stuck close to Reese, the 
people were too much for her. “The Ferris Wheel, 'Cilla! Look, it's the Ferris 
Wheel.” Reese ranted, pointing to the gigantic wheel that had seats on it for 
those who wished to ride. They gave the operator their tickets, then took their 
seats in a red booth. The ride started and they began to go up. 'Cilla looked 
down at the ground and let out a petrified squeak. Reese pulled his arm 
around her, her eyes bugged out at how far up they were. “Reese! What if 
this thing breaks?” she asked, hoping for a good answer. Reese shrugged, 
“We all fall to our deaths?” “Not funny! Can't you see I can barely move?” 
Reese looked at her and gave her a weird look, then the ride stopped at the 
top, shaking the car madly, Reese steadied himself by grabbing the side over 
the car, 'Cilla got pushed forward by the force. She grabbed the handle with 
all her might and let out a scream. It was a grey day and it was drizzling ever 
so slightly, so when 'Cilla grabbed the safety bar ahead of her, the rain on it 
made it slippery and she plunged forward and would have gone over if Reese 
had not grabbed her and pulled her back into the booth. “Reese, I'm ready to 
get out now!” she gritted her teeth. “Now, now, enjoy the view. Look! You 
can see our apartment building!” 'Cilla peeked out from between her hands, 
she saw the entire carnival beneath her, she looked up and saw almost the 
whole city of London, the grey sky was painted with the colors of floating 
balloons. Two bluebirds dared flying high enough to tweet at them. 'Cilla 
uncurled herself and began to enjoy the ride. Reese squirmed his way out of 
his seat and leaned dangerously over the edge. “Reese! Do you want to get 
yourself killed?” 'Cilla yelled, about to drag him back in. He pulled back into 
the car and handed her a red balloon. She fingered the silvery string and 
smiled. 


The ride stopped and they got off. 'Cilla knees shook a little but they 
regained themselves enough to drag Reese over to the carousel. She got on a 
horse, it was not the biggest horse, nor the fanciest. It was a gray horse with a 
pure white mane. It had blue ribbon laced through its mane and a silver bit. 
The bridle was braided sliver and it had a blue ribbon intertwined in it. A 
yellow flower was a placed behind its ear. It's tail had yellow flower buds 
placed in it and a silk blue ribbon was tied at the stump of the tail. It's head 
was reared back and it seemed to be getting as much air in its lungs as it 
could. It's hooves seemed to dance on their platform as the ride began to 
move. The brass pole was straight through its back and 'Cilla held it as she 
went up and down to slow organ music. Reese jumped on the nearest thing to 
'Cilla. It was a zebra. 


Reese walked up to a candy stall and threw a few coins on the counter. The 
man behind the counter, wearing a white apron and a white hat, turned 
around. He brought back a white paper cone filled with what looked like a 
fluffy, pink cloud. Reese made his way over to the bench where 'Cilla was 
sitting. She was watching a mime and was trying to figure out how the fire- 
breather breathed his fire. Reese sat down next to her, her red balloon 
floating above them. He tore off half of the soft pink candy and gave 'Cilla 
the rest on the cone. She stuck a piece the size of a cotton ball in her mouth, 
the moment it touched her tongue, it dissolved and left a sugary taste in her 
mouth. She ate another piece, bigger this time. The same thing happened 
again. It was such a wonder to her, a large piece of something could melt in 
her mouth in a manner of seconds. The games around them had plenty of 
costumers and each one had a screaming game operator, yelling something 


about a new prize or challenge. One crazy-haired man saw 'Cilla. “Well, you | 


over there, little missy! How would you like to play ring toss? With a chance | 


to win this adorable kitten!” 'Cilla stood up from her bench and cautiously 
walked over to the stall, Reese followed. The two remembered what Mr. 
Masten had said about the carnies, nothing good could come from them. 
'Cilla looked over at a sleeping kitten, she was curled up tightly and was 
laying on her right side. She was a black spotted cat, with a blend of orange 
and white. She was a perfect calico. 


‘Cilla wanted her so badly, but she remembered that her pa said not to play 
any of the games. “Come on lassie, I'll give you three shots, for free!” 'Cilla 
picked up the ring and tossed it, she missed. “Oh! You have two more.” She 
flung another one, it rolled across the top of the bottles and landed on the 
other side of the game. “One more shot!” 'Cilla aimed hard and gently tossed 
it. But Reese was watching the operator instead of the game, he saw him ease 
’ down on a pedal, near his left foot, just as 'Cilla's ring slipped over the neck 


of the bottle. The ring rolled back up the neck of the bottle and landed on the 
floor in a believable way. “Oh... Sorry lassie. Try again? Only two shillings a 
shot!” 'Cilla was dumbfounded, Reese stepped up. “Sir! She got it, she won 
that kitten.” “I beg your pardon? There her ring sits, right there on the floor.” 
“I guess everything ends up on the floor, like your pedal you push when 
someone is about to win?” the man pursed his lips and walked over to Reese. 
“I do not know who you are, but you don't know a thing about a pedal or 
anything!” 


Another man walked up, “I would like to try my hand at the game.” “Six 
shillings, please.” The gentleman took his place and tossed the rings, one by 
one. Two rolled across the tops of the bottles and, at last, the final one very 
clearly came down on the bottle. The operator, nervously, let his weight 
down on the pedal. The ring came slowly back up and rolled on to the floor 
again. By this time a crowd had gathered and when they saw this, they were 
outraged. “The girl and this gentleman won, we saw it!” they began to say. In 
effort to quiet them, the operator shoved the kitten in the arms of the 
gentleman. The old man stroked its soft, small head. Then without hesitation, 
he handed it to 'Cilla, tipped his hat, and went on his way. 'Cilla looked at the 
tiny creature in her hands. 


“Your pa is not going to want a cat in the house.” Reese pointed out, sadly. 
“We can make an exception, don't you think?” 'Cilla asked, rubbing the top 
of the kittens head with her index finger. Reese took off his cap and 
scratched his head, “I don't, 'Cilla. Your pa was awfully firm about no pets. 
'Cilla lifted the kitten up, “Hello? What what's this?” she turned her on her 
side and saw that her perfect kitten was missing a leg. “Oh! The poor dear! 
Reese, we have to take her home! The little creature can't survive on its 
own.” Reese finally gave up arguing, since it was useless trying to butt heads 
with 'Cilla over an animal. 'Cilla, knowing that she won, started to walk 
home. When they came home, 'Cilla stuffed the kitten under her blouse and 
raced past her father and went straight into her bedroom. She put the kitten 
down and put down a newspaper she caught floating on the November 
breeze. “There, now if you need to do your business, you do it there.” and 
she closed the door behind her on her way out. “Cilla, why did you rush in 
so quickly?” “Uh... I... um.” “Mr. Masten! We got to ride the Ferris Wheel! 
Have you ever ridden?” Reese asked, coming to her rescue. Mr. Masten put 
down his paper and thought for a moment, “Well, now yes, yes I have. Years 
and years ago, when I first met Clara.” He smiled at the memory. “We got in 
one of the cars and she was scared half to death. The rocking back and forth 
was no help, at one point she slid out of the booth and onto the floor of the 
car. That is my story, now how was the carnival?” 


'Cilla started to prepare dinner, she sat the sausage in the pan and slowly 
began to heat it. Then she went outside to finish with the laundry she 
neglected when they went to the carnival. After a little while, 'Cilla heard her 
father yell in outrage. She closed her eyes, suddenly remembering the gap 
under her door. She went inside and saw Mr. Masten pointing at a very small 
kitten, gorging herself on sausage. “What is the meaning of this! I thought I 
clearly said, NO PETS!” 'Cilla scampered over to the kitten and cradled her, 
trying to cover her small ears so she would not be alarmed by the yelling. 
“I'm sorry, pa. I saw her and she just had three legs and I wanted to help 
her.” she sobbed. There came a soft knock at the door, which neither 'Cilla, 
nor Mr. Masten could hear. Reese, however, did and he went over to answer 
it. It was the gentleman that gave 'Cilla the kitten. He removed his stovepipe 
hat and stepped inside. “And who are you, sir?” Mr. Masten asked. “I'm the 
man that gave that kitten to your daughter and I could not help hearing the 
conversation between the youngsters about you not allowing an animal. So I 
have come to say, it was I that gave it to her after she was cheated by the 
game operator.” 


Mr. Masten found himself taking a step back. “Sir, I appreciate this, but my 
daughter is not allowed to have an animal.” “I see, well, I'm sorry miss, I had | 
no idea.” he put his hat on and started to leave. “Wait! Sir!” 'Cilla called. He 
turned “Would you like to have her?” she sniffed, holding out the weak | 
kitten. He smiled at her and graciously took her, watching it squirm and mew 
in his hands. “She will give me great company, thank you miss.” and he was 
off. 


Chapter 14: In Which 'Cilla Has a Little Trouble | 


1906 
'Cilla brushed out Rosetta's hair and braided it. “There now, hop down and 
you can help me seal off the windows.” Rosetta crawled down 'Cilla skirt 
and raced over to the other side of the chair the moment her feet hit the floor. 
'Cilla stood up and walked over to the window, just above the cabinet where 
all the dishes were kept. She locked the windows and pushed down hard as 
Rosetta slipped weights down into their little slots. They stepped back and 
admired their work after they were through, then they started on the next 
window. “Now, you may go play while I finish hanging our heavy curtains.” © 
Rosetta went into the other room and 'Cilla dug around in the six inch deep | 
closet for the dark heavy curtains that would aid in keeping the cold winter 
air out. She found them and strung them on the bar over the windows. 


“Mr. Sir, would you like to buy a pretty jewel?” Rosetta made her doll say 
to another doll, they were both cut out of old tires and 'Cilla gave Rosetta 
scraps of cloth to clothe them. The girl doll was waving about a shard of 
colorful glass. 'Cilla smiled at her play and finished hanging the final 
curtains. She left Rosetta and whet out to stoke the fire in the other room. 
She stepped outside to bring in the empty wash basin and wash board when 
she saw a group of men at the end of the alley. They started to walk toward 
her. The alley was a dead end and there was no other door that could be 
opened. The man that appeared to be the ringleader, caught her eye and gave 
her a smile that was burned into her mind, and she could not shake out. He 
had a ratty top hat, it was not very tall and was a little frayed. It was tipped 
so she could only see his left eye. He had reddish, blond stubble across his 
face. A red scarf was tied around his neck and hung limply across his chest. 
He had a dirty green shirt and a thick, torn, brown coat. His trousers were 
torn at his knees and you could see bare skin showing. His shoes were brown 
and the soles were almost worn through. Those shoes proceeded to race 
down the alley toward her, followed by many others. 


'Cilla quickly closed the door and locked it. Then shut the curtains and 
grabbed Rosetta on her way out of the bedroom. She shoved the money they 
had under a floorboard near the corner and put the rug back over it. She then 
took Rosetta and put her in the closet, “Now Rosetta, do not make a sound, 
do not move or anything.” she told the quivering girl. “Come on, girly. 
Where's your boyfriend? We need to have a little... chat.” Ed yelled, banging 
on the door so hard it bowed. 'Cilla took cover in a corner, Where are Reese 
and the boys? She thought. They should have heard all this noise by now! 
They broke down the door and began to search the rooms. 'Cilla crawled 
over to the closet, guarding it. “What are you hidin' there?” a gruff man 
grunted at her. He walked over and took hold of her arms, throwing her off to 
the side like a rag doll to get at the closet. “Please don't! There is nothing in 
there that would interest you!” This made the man all the more curious. He 
kicked her aside, “Now, now Frank, no need to hurt anyone.” Ed scolded, 
standing in the corner watching the havoc that was taking place. The man 
grinned, 'Cilla saw he was missing some teeth. He turned the knob, “Please! 
Don't!” she screamed. 


He opened it anyway, and standing there, with a frown on her little face, was 
Rosetta. She ran out of the closet and stomped as hard as she could on his 
bare toes, peeking out from his worn shoe. The man let out a yelp and 
Rosetta ran into 'Cilla's arms. 

“That little brat crushed my toes!” Frank moaned, pointing his finger at 
Rosetta. The rest of the men turned to look, and laughed when they saw who 
did it. Ed smirked in the corner and came over to 'Cilla and Rosetta. “Come, 
come here, sweets.” he coaxed to Rosetta. Rosetta pulled herself away and ' 


'Cilla held her tighter. “I won't hurt her.” He wrenched her away. 'Cilla let 
out a little cry of defeat. Ed held Rosetta with the greatest of care. “Can you 
tell me where that red-haired boy is?” he asked, holding her close to his face. 
She glared at him and leaned forward. She bit down hard on his nose. 
“Ouch!!!” he dropped her. She finished him by kicking his shins. 


He fell back into a chair, clutching his nose and rubbing his leg. “Ha ha! Our 
big, strong leader got beat up by a baby girl!” they all joked, pointing at Ed. 
“I'm four!” Rosetta protested from the corner, 'Cilla covered her mouth to 
smother anymore words. This made them laugh even harder. It was a laugh 
that was not pleasant to listen to and it made 'Cilla shiver at it's cruelty. A 
man poked his head out of 'Cilla's bedroom “Nothing 'ere, boss.” Ed gathered 
his men up and made them all go out the door. When they were all out, Ed 
came over to where 'Cilla and Rosetta were sitting. “See miss, I made it all 
go away.” He took off his hat and opened his arms out wide, as if he had just 
finished a magic show. “This might not be that easy next time, if we find yer 
boyfriend. I suggest he might not want to stick around here, for your sake.” 
he tipped his hat, thinking he might appear ‘gentlemanly’, she crinkled up her 
nose in disgust at his arrogance. 


He finally left and 'Cilla viewed the damage. Several dishes were broken. 

Her heavy curtains were torn down and the beds looked like they had never 
been made in their lives. They had taken most of their food with them and 
'Cilla had to pick up the crushed rolls of bread on the floor. Rosetta went into | 
their room. 'Cilla heard her cry out and she rush in to see what was the | 
matter. Rosetta held up her tire dolls. “They smashed them! See! They are | 
bent!” her eye began to fill with tears. “Oh! There, there. Don't cry! We can 
fix them.” 'Cilla comforted. Rosetta tossed them from hand to hand, trying to | 
see if she could do it right now and by herself. “I wish Reese was here! What | 
ever do they want with him?” she wondered out loud. “Are you talking about 
me?” Reese asked, walking through the door, the three boys following him. 
‘What happened 'ere?” he whistled. “Ed and his buddies came looking for 
you, and tore the place apart in the process.” She crossed her arms. “What 
did you do that made them come and search the house?” Reese scuffed the 
toe of his shoe across a hole in the carpet. “Well?” “I kind, of turned their 
booze-makin' stuff over to the authorities.” “You did what?!” she shrieked 
“How could you do this to us? Rosetta and I were huddled in a corner as they | 
ransacked the house!” “I'm sorry! I tried to do a favor to the city!” “Why do 
you have to be so good?” “I'm not, yer pa has whipped me.” he winked, 
'Cilla's frown still remained. “Anyway, while you are here, maybe you can 
help me rehang these curtains.” 


That night, they were all a little jumpy. 'Cilla did not let Rosetta sleep in the 
other room, instead she made her sleep on one of the boys' empty beds. 
Samuel had crawled in with Jeremiah, they were warm enough so that 
Rosetta could take their place by the fire. 'Cilla dragged all her valuables out 
of her room and put them in the floor with the rest of their things of value. 
“No need to fuss, 'Cilla. I doubt they will come back.” “None the less, I 
prefer to put it all here.” And she pushed the floorboard back down into its 
place, then stomped on it to make sure it stayed. “What did they do while 
they were here? They didn't hurt you or Rosetta, did they?” “No, in fact, Ed 
seemed to have tried extra hard to have a gentlemanly attitude. But then, his 
buddies did leave a mess of the place.” she smoothed her skirt. “Now, you 
answer me a question. What did you have to ask my father that was so 
urgent that you had to rush out of here in the middle of the night?” 


‘Cilla looked hard at him. As if trying to read his innermost thoughts. Reese 
calmly leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. “I just 
can't tell you, 'Cill.” She made a dissatisfied face, but she let him get away 
with his secret. “How was Mr. Rosier?” “He does not feel too well, he almost 
never comes out of his office. And if I come to tell him of a problem or to 
give his the final count on the flowers, I find him with his head on his desk 
and almost asleep. I'm starting to worry about him, he has talked of retiring 
and his wife has told him about moving to the countryside. I think I might be 
out of work in a little while.” “Oh, Reese!” 'Cilla wailed “Oh, come now. I 
can find something, he hasn't retired yet. I still have about a year.” 'Cilla 
smiled weakly. “Have you talked to him about it?” “No, not yet. Like I said, 
he has not made a decision, and I don't want to trouble or worry him.” 
“Reese, you could soon be out of work, I'm sure he would not mind you 
talking to him about the future.” “Maybe, I don't want to slow down or rush 
his retirement.” “I guess you're right. I'm just wondering what would happen 
to their cute little shop. And all the flowers.” “The flowers will be easy to 
sell, its all the balloons and such that I'm worried about.” he looked at 'Cilla 
crestfallen face, “Never mind, we should not do all the talking for the 
Rosiers, it's none of our business. Here, let me help you with your bed.” The 
two stood up and walked over to 'Cilla's room. They dragged her mattress out 
and plopped it down next the fireplace, the wind shot out from under and it 
made a 'WOOSH' sound, making the fire sputter and dim a little. 


She went over to her bedroom and locked the door. She did the same with 
their almost useless door in the front. She shuffled over to her bed, crawled 
in, and fell asleep, listening to the fire crackle and letting it warm her back. 


Chapter 15: In Which Reese Has a Very Important Question to Ask 


Christmas; 1906 
Reese could not fall asleep that night. He was always listening to the 
slightest sounds or movement. One could only guess that he was 
contemplating everything he had said and will say. Such things are easy to 
think about when one is on the edge of being so frightened so that said 
person could not sleep. He watched the the fire, and it warmed his face so 
much that he began to sweat and his eyes began to burn. He listened to the 
others breathing, Samuel had a whistle and Jeremiah's was labored. Reese 
lay with his head spinning. It did not mix well with the hot fire and the fear 
of being tracked. His breath also became labored and came in short little 
stabs to his chest. He heard noises of noises that were not there. He broke 
into a cold sweat and could not see straight. 


“Reese... Reese...” came a sing-song voice from the window. Reese sat up, a 
face was in the window. A face that appeared kind, but he had never seen it 
before. The face smiled at him in a motherly way. “Come to the window, 
Reese.” Reese staggered to his feet and walked toward the window without 
any control over his body. “Come here...” the smiled turned sinister for a 
second, then turned back to a soothing grin. Reese felt dizzy as he came to 
the window. That is odd. Reese thought, regaining enough consciousness to 
realize that the heavy curtains had been parted and 'Cilla had made a special 
point to close them. But the woman called again. “Reese, open the window | 
for me. I want you back.” but this time it came from behind him. He turned | 
himself around and almost stumbled. She was sitting on 'Cilla's bed, stroking | 
'Cilla's damp hair. The woman had blond hair, it was knotted up in a bun and | 
her clothes were red. She looked at him. “I made a mistake, come with me.” 
she whispered. Her face was pale and her eyes had no color in them at all. 
Reese fought a little, knowing enough that he should not open that window. 
He closed his eyes, as he did this, he almost lost his balance completely. 
“Open the window, Reese. Now.” the voice was still singing, but with more 
urgency. He turned around to the window and saw she was behind the 
window, with the more women just like her, saying the same thing. “Reese, 
Reese. Open the window, Reese. Open it. Come with me. Open the | 
window.” they were pressing themselves against the window. “Reese! | 
Reese!” they were screaming. They were pushing so hard the glass was . 
bending dangerously. “Reese! NOW! REESE!” He screamed and fell down. 


Reese opened his eyes and sat up. He was in his bed as he should be. 'Cilla 
was sitting beside him, shaking him and calling his name, the children were 
standing over him. He blinked, very confused. “Rosetta, go dampen a rag, 
please. There is water near the stove.” 'Cilla ordered, gently. 


Reese was hyperventilating, and quickly turned to the window, the curtains 
were parted and ghost of a face seemed to be in the window, it scowled at 
him. He rubbed his eyes fast. It was gone when he was done. He shook a 
little, “Shh... Here, Reese, drink this.” She handed him a cup of tea and a 
little shortbread. As he chewed, his looked around, cautiously. “Reese, what 
ever has gotten into you? You worried us sick! You were dreaming with your 
eyes open!” 'Cilla stammered. “I... I... ” Reese fell back down on his pillow 
and held his head, his hair was damp with sweat and it clung to his forehead. 
His ears were ringing and the back of his eyes hurt like someone was 
punching them. “Reese, what happened?” “I guess, I kind of... I don't know! 
{had a really weird dream, that's all.” Rosetta came back with the damp rag. 
“Thank you, Rosetta.” 'Cilla stated and placed the dripping wet rag on his 
head, he started to sit up but she made him lie back down with the rag on his 
forehead. “Cilla, I swear...” “Shhhh...” She placed her forefinger against his 
lips. He finished off his shortbread and tea and handed the dishes back to 
‘Cilla. She put them in the dish washing basin. “O.K, you all can go back to 
bed now.” They climbed into bed and Reese fought his way through his 
tangle of covers. He closed his eyes after a while and fell into a restless 
sleep. 


Early that morning, Reese got up and checked the whole block for anything 
odd or out of place. Of course there was nothing, but Reese wanted to be 
sure. He came back, his nose leading him as he went into the flat, smelling 
warm gingerbread. 


He walked through the door and saw 'Cilla with her sleeves rolled up and 
her hair in a bun on her head. She was rolling out a piece of gingerbread so it 
was nice and flat for the children to cut their shapes out of. “I want a 
gingerbread girl, or a gingerbread kitty!” Rosetta squealed. Reese came over 
and lifted her on his shoulders. “Don't worry about the shape! You will just 
eat it anyway!” he teased. Rosetta's little hand flew over her open mouth. 
“Oh! Never. I will never eat my gingerbread kitten!” “You'll eat mine 
instead!” Jeremiah joked. “I think I will make mine in the shape of a boy, or 
a dog.” little Samuel added, quietly. “That is a fine idea, lad.” Reese tousled 
the boy's hair. “I think I shall make mine in the shape of my mouth so I can 
eat it easier.” 'Cila laughed. 

Reese reached over her shoulder, took a pinch of cinnamon and sprinkled it 
in his mouth. “Hand me the molasses, please. I'm making another batch for 
the Rosiers. Do you mind if I invite them to Christmas dinner?” she asked. 
Reese was just looking at her, “Reese? Are you alright? Is it O.K if I do?” 
“Uh... Oh! Yes. Do please.” she gave him and odd look and went on talking 
to the children about their shapes. 


Reese slipped out the door and down to Rosier's Flowers and Decorations. 


He stepped through the door and the little bell tinkled. “Ah! Mr. Windsong, 
what are you doing here? It's your day off.” “Right, I know Mr. Rosier. I 
actually have a question for you.” “Alright, well. We can sit in my office.” 
Reese followed the old man to the office. Mr. Rosier unlocked the door and 
and took his place behind the desk. ““Now, what was your question?” Reese 
dragged the wooden chair over and sat in it backwards, the back of the chair 
pressing up against his chest. “You see, Mr. Rosier. I've noticed you have 
been very busy lately and have worked long hours. And I always try to check 
out before I leave but you are always asleep on your desk. I would like to 
know if something was wrong and if I can help?” Mr. Rosier rubbed his 
temples “Well, lad. Thing aren't as they should be. Not financially, but 
socially. So many people are jumping at the chance to buy my store when my 
wife and I are gone. And I can't let just anyone take over my shop! As you 
can see, it has been very stressful. But my wife and I are working out a plan. 
Everything is going to be alright.” Reese bit his lip and nodded his head 
understandably “Is that all you wanted to ask me?” “One more question, can 
you, kind of tell what dreams mean, or something?” Mr. Rosier laughed and 
Reese felt a little foolish. “I guess, you're right, it was a pretty foolish 
question.” “No! No, no, lad. Dreams happen to be a favorite pastime of mine. 
Now, what was yours about?” “It didn't feel like I was even dreaming, I 
mean, it didn't feel like I was asleep.” he began. 


Mr. Rosier listened intently to Reese's story. When it was over, Mr. Rosier 
leaned beck into his chair and closed his eyes. “It seems you were worried 
when you fell asleep, or you were thinking of something. To do witha 
woman that looked like that, perhaps?” “But I've never seen her in my life!” 
Reese protested. “Or have you?” Mr. Rosier looked hard at him. Reese | 
shifted uncomfortably. “She said she wanted me back.” Mr. Rosier raised his | 
eyebrows. “So she has seen you... I'm guessing that she also said she wanted 
you to come with her.” “How did you know?” “An old Irish man told me a 
story of a spirit. Haunting the dreams of people who have never known the 
deceased. He said the spirit haunts the person the dead misses the most. I've 
been visited by her.” he hung his head “The spirit can take the form of 
anyone. Even ones thought of but never seen.” Mr. Rosier covered his face 
with his hands. 


“Thanks Mr. Rosier, I think I understand now.” Reese muttered and 
grabbed his cap and slapped it on his head then rushed out the door. 
“Hannah...” Mr. Rosier sobbed. 


Reese shook his head and bolted toward the exit. He thought for a moment 
then stuck his head in the office door again, “Mr. Rosier? 'Cilla and I would 
like to have your family over for Christmas Eve dinner, if that is alright.” Mr. 
Rosier kept his face down. “Sounds marvelous, I shall tell Madge.” 


Reese took quick, far spaced strides out of the shop and on to the sidewalk, a 
couple feet from the road. He collided with the old man who had given the 
boys the cinnamon disks months ago. “Well, hello lad. I see we have met 
again.” the man remarked in a sharp Irish accent. “You! You are the 
gentleman that gave us the candy.” “Ah! I should say so, I never forget a 
face, same for you I presume? Say, where are them boys anyway?” “They 
are at the house with my friend, 'Cilla.” “Ah, the little lassie, yes. We have 
met.” Reese gave him a quizzical look “Sir, pardon me but, how do you 
know so much about us?” The old man smiled at him, “I have known you 
from when you were born, I have known your mother and your father. Your 
uncle, your aunt and your grandmother.” he smiled at him. “Don't fear, 
Reese. I am not going to hurt you. I only meant to give you this.” he held up 
a diamond ring. It was white gold, with a big diamond set in the middle, 
medium sized diamonds were on each side, then half way around each side 
of the band was tiny little diamonds. It was so dazzling, Reese just gaped at 
it. “Sir? Are you sure? I hardly know you and I'm not sure you even know 
who J am.” Still, the man was thrusting the ring toward him. “It was your 
grandmother's when we got married. I'm sure she would like you to have it.” 
Reese stood staring at him, never once in his life had he given any thought to 
if at least one of his relatives was alive, the Mastens have been the only 
family he had ever known, sure this old man was pulling his leg. “You sir? 
You were my grandfather?” “Good gracious, son! Don't refer to me in the 
past tense. I not dead yet, you know” The man smiled. 


Reese's breath turned shallow as he took this in all at once. ““W-where, w- 
ho?” “Your grandmother and I found you on our doorstep three days after 
you were born. Your parents told us they had taken off to America to work. 
They never returned. Their ship went down just off the coast of Ellis Island.” 
the man's smile turned down. “My daughter was beautiful, but she was 
foolish to give you up. She had blond hair, but you have red. She loved red. 
She wore the color all the time. Anyway, your grandmother wanted to raise 
you, but her health was failing and I could not commit to such a task. I was a 
fool. Catherine had talked about a young girl by the name of Clara that used 
to help her around the house. She said that she was married now, so I took 
you and left you on their doorstep. I took one parting look at you as I rushed 
behind a trash can to watch. Clara Masten stepped out and found you. She 
brought you up into her arms and looked around, seeing no one, she went 
inside. I watched you grow up. I saw when 'Cilla was born, I saw your first 
birthday. I watched you turn into the handsome young man that you are. I 
was there but was never brave enough man to tell you.” He hung his head in 
shame, bits of white hair stuck out from under his cap. “So, I am Irish?” 
“Where do you think you got your red hair?” his grandfather laughed. “I 
knew the Mastens were a good choice. Your grandmother died before your 
first birthday, you needed a mother and a father. I was heartbroken when 


Clara died. I watched you as you tenderly looked after 'Cilla. Oh, that whirl- 
wind of a girl!” he huffed, teasingly. “How come you gave me the ring?” 
Reese asked. “Where were you going in such a rush?” grandfather 
demanded, though Reese was sure he already knew the answer. “Uh... the... 
uh... jewelry store.” Reese muttered. His grandfather smiled triumphantly. 
“Well, there you go. Go and give it to your lassie.” “Thank you so much, 
grandfather. Where can I find you?” “On the top floor of the flat on 739 N. 
Arlington St., room 164.” Reese's jaw dropped “You have been living in the 
same flat as us?” “It appears that way.” Reese was at a loss for words. 


“Don't waste time, lad. Go!” Reese took off. “Wait!” his grandfather 
shouted, Reese turned around. “An old Irish blessing; May you always have 
a sunbeam to warm you, good luck to charm you, and a sheltering angel so 
nothing can harm you. Laughter to cheer you, faithful friends near you and 
whenever you pray, Heaven to hear you.” Reese felt his heart swell, it was a 
good feeling and it made his legs heavy and wobbly as he started home. 


When Reese came home, 'Cilla was pulling hot, roasted potatoes out of the 
oven. Reese walked over and pulled a little of the salted skin off and put it 
salty side down on his tongue. “Reese! That is for our guests!” she giggled. 
“It is so hard on Christmas Eve! I have to watch everything get baked and 
cooked and I can't eat any of it until tonight!” he winked. He pulled her into 
a hug, but reached around to snag another piece of potato skin. She smacked 


his hand, “Reese!” he dropped the potato skin, it landed on the stove top and | 


sizzled and started curling into itself. Reese watched it sadly. “I do believe 
you are more childish then Jeremiah.” Upon hearing his name, Jeremiah 
looked up from his game of checkers with Liam. “I invited the Rosiers for 
you, they were quite pleased by the invite.” “I'm sure. That Mrs. Rosier is 
quite taken with Samuel.” she added, pulling out a pan of sliced ham, all 
crispy and golden in spots, from the oven, Reese seized the opportunity to 
grab the potato skin and plop it in his mouth. It quickly burned his tongue 
and he waited until 'Cilla rounded on the boys to spit it out in the snow. The 
taste of char stuck to his teeth and he grimaced. 
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“Reese, Liam, Jeremiah, would you mind bringing in our big table from out | 
side. We will have guests and we don't want them to gather around the coffee 


table.” “And all the food won't fit on it.” Reese whispered to the boys. 


They each grabbed a leg of the four legged table, Reese having to hold ‘up 
the free one. “Turn it sideways, boys.” Reese ordered. They brought it 
through the door and set it in the middle of the floor. “Good! Now, Rosetta, 
would you like to help me set the table?” Rosetta nodded and the two went 
into their room. 'Cilla opened her chest and pulled out a lace table cloth, - 
lined with red trim. “Oh...” Rosetta reached out and touched it in wonder of 


| 


it's beauty. “It was my mother's best table cloth.” 'Cilla told her, smiling at it. 
She then turned and pulled out two brass candle stick holders and two white, 
unburnt candles. They carried the decorations into the other room and put 
them on the table. “Reese, could you...” “Already on it.” Reese interrupted. 


The two nodded at the secret they shared. “Come on, lads. Let's go get us a 
Christmas tree.” the boys let out a whoop and tossed up their caps, even 
Rosetta clapped her little hands, though not fully understanding why they 
were so happy. 


They returned shortly with a small green fir tree. But it was tall enough so 
when they put the star on top, the top point of the star was pricking the 
ceiling. They strung strands of popcorn and cranberries on the tree. The 
children put their paper people, animals, and snowmen they made on the tree. 
Stepping back to admire their work, Reese, 'Cilla and the children all let out 
a sigh of contentment. 'Cilla and Rosetta went into their room to get changed. 
Reese and the boys changed into clean shirts and made sure their pants were 
tucked in and snapped the black suspenders on their backs. After much 
fussing, Reese got Jeremiah to comb his hair. 


After a while, Rosetta came out in a little red dress, with holly embroidered 
along the hem, collar and sleeves. In her hair was a large poinsettia. “Look at 
me!” she grinned, “Now you look right lovely.” Reese admired, grinning 
down at her. “Yes, she does.” 'Cilla beamed, quietly. Reese looked up, 'Cilla 
was wearing a pure white blouse, tucked into an deep green skirt that just 
barely brushed the top of her black, lace up boots. Her dark hair fell in waves 
around her shoulders, with holly intertwined on one side of her head. She had 
pale, red lipstick and she had on her mothers pearl necklace. Reese caught 
his breath, and whispered in her ear as she passed him, “Well, now I like this 
beautiful Christmas version of Snow White.” she blushed as red as her 
lipstick and continued to walk by to the oven. 


'Cilla tied on an apron and was just pulling out the gingerbread when Mr. 
and Mrs. Rosier knocked on the door, 'Cilla untied her apron and opened it to 
greet them. Immediately, Mrs. Rosier rushed over to Samuel and Rosetta, 


“Oh! You two look adorable! I could just squeeze you!” “Please pardon my 
wife. She has talked non stop about Samuel and Rosetta, and now when she 
sees them again, she will lose all manner of politeness.” Mr. Rosier joked. 
“Oh! Phil! You know I love children, don't make a fool of me!” she winked 
“Sorry dear, hello, I do not believe we have met, though Reese tells us so 
much about you!” Mrs. Rosier greeted, shaking her hand.” Why! You are just 
as pretty as Reese describes you!” she added. Reese blushed two shades of 
red but returned to normal when Mr. Rosier started talking to him about 


flowers. Mrs. Rosier stopped cooing over Samuel and Rosetta long enough 
to help 'Cilla put the food on the table. | 
On went the ham, on went the potatoes, until everything was on the table. 
“Time to eat!” 'Cilla called, tapping a glass with her fork. Everyone began 
talking at once as they seated themselves around the big square table. Mr. 
Rosier popped open a bottle of cider and filled everyone's glass. “We could 
not just show up empty handed, could we?” he beamed. On cue, Mrs. Rosier 
reached under the table and pulled out four little packages and put them 
underneath the tree. “For later.” she insisted to the children. But all through 
dinner, the children could not help but wonder what was in the packages. 


After dinner, the dishes were put in the wash tub and 'Cilla put new plates 
on the table so they could enjoy gingerbread, shortbread and pie. They all 
moved away from the table, nibbling on their last piece of pie or gingerbread, 
and gathered around the Christmas tree where cups of coffee and cocoa 
awaited them. Jeremiah tugged on 'Cilla's sleeve, “Now can we open our 
presents?” 'Cilla smiled at him and nodded. The children raced over and 
began pulling out their own package. Liam untied the green ribbon on his 
and carefully tore off the decorative paper. It was a set of charcoal pencils 
with an eraser and a sketchbook. Liam happily undid the rest of the wrapping 
and began sketching the Christmas tree. Jeremiah was next, he got a new cap 
and a paddle with a ball stuck on the end and you had to try and hit the ball 
with the paddle. Samuel got a set of hand carved tops. Rosetta was last, she 
very slowly opened her present and there, lying in amongst the tissue paper, 
was the doll she had seen in the store. Her hair was fixed just like Rosetta's, 
her dress was pressed and her button eyes shone brown. Rosetta hugged her 
doll with all her might, which gave Mrs. Rosier a smile of satisfaction. 
“Well, Madge, I think we must leave these fine folk, they need to sleep off 
all that food!” Mr. Rosier suggested, put his arm around his wife. “Oh! Yes, 
right. I have been feeling a little bit tired after dessert. Eating makes me tired, 
you know.” Reese and 'Cilla nodded, understandably. “Reese, I shall see you 
tomorrow, nine-o-clock?” “Sharp” Reese replied. “Alright then, good lad.” 
and they drifted back home. 


“Cilla, could I talk to you?” Reese gulped. 'Cilla looked up from watching 
Liam draw. “Certainly.” she said. Her skirt had pooled around her when she_| 
was sitting on the floor, so it took a little effort to get up. “Right, now? What | 
was it that you wanted to say?” “Can we leave them here alone?” Reese | 
nodded toward the children, sitting on the floor and playing contently. “Why _ 
not? Liam! You are in charge while I am out.” “Alright.” he answered, never 
looking up from his work. Reese helped 'Cilla slip into her old brown coat 
and the two made their way out the door. . 


SN ————— 


The warm air from the sewer grates mixed with the cold air above and it 
created an eerie scene. They could see their breath as they paced further 
down the alley way. 'Cilla kept stealing glances at Reese, trying to catch his 
emotion as to what he was going say to her. There was nothing except for the 
pure attention to the walkway, making sure not to fall over a garbage pail. 
They at last reached St. James Park. Reese found a bench and they sat down. 
“Lovely night, isn't it?” Reese asked, looking at the sky. 'Cilla looked up, 
seeing only a few stars in the London sky, but they twinkled brightly enough 
to show their worth. “Reese, you made me walk all this way to the park in 
the dark and cold, just to show me a few stars?” she giggled, but she was 
rather confused. “Cilla, you are my best friend, right?” “Of course!” “I have 
something to tell you.” “Go on, I'm listening.” “Do you know how I came to 
live with your family?” 'Cilla sat back and seemed to think about what to 
say. “No, I can't say that I do. You would have thought that I would know, 
that is very odd.” “I know.” “You do? Oh, Reese, tell me!” she sat closer, 
eager to hear every word. 


“My grandfather, we crashed in front Mr. Rosier's shop. He told me the 
whole story, I was left on his doorstep when I was only three days old. My 
grandparents could not take care of me. They left me on the doorstep of your 
parent's home. I grew up there, loved like one of their own. My grandfather 
has been living in that same flat we have, only on the top floor. He was the 
man that gave you the kitten at the carnival, he was the man that gave us 
those cinnamon disks. He also told me I was Irish.” 'Cilla sat still for a long 
time. “Well, that explains it.” she spoke, softly. “Explains what?” Reese 
asked. 'Cilla patted his head playfully, “Your hair.” Reese chuckled, but after 
that, all was silent. Finally, Reese adjusted himself and turned toward her. 
“Cilla, I was wondering...” 'Cilla's eyes stared deep into him and Reese had 
to take a few breaths, wondering if she could read his thoughts. This idea 
worried him and he had to look away. He finally got the nerve and got up off 
the bench. He keeled in front of her, “Reese, what the heck are you doing?” 
she sputtered, very confused. “'Cilla... uh.” he shook his head and took 
another breath and grasped her hands “Cilla Masten, my best friend. He 
most beautiful woman on God's green earth. Will you do me the honor of 
marrying me?” 


'Cilla still was wiping tears from her eyes as they walked home. Her 
decision, she thought, was the right one. Reese held his arm around her as 
they turned the corner onto Arlington Street. 'Cilla twisted her new ring 
around her finger, looking blissfully at it. Reese smiled down at her. They 
stopped just before the alley and Reese gave her a kiss, instead of inside were 
little eyes would be watching. The two hugged and Reese found himself 
whispering in her ear, “May the road rise up to meet you, may the wind be 
ever at your back, may the sun shine warm upon your face, and the rain fall 


softly on your fields. And until we meet again, may God hold you in the 
hollow of His hand.” A little voice in the back of his head sounded like his 
grandfather, only younger. The voice told Reese what to say and Reese felt 
like he had heard the old blessing before. 


Upon entering the little room, the children rushed into their arms and all 
started talking at once 

'Cilla held up her hands “Stop! Please, one at a time, Jeremiah?” she 
demanded. Jeremiah was hopping from one foot to the other, “Alright, now. 
A strange ol' man came in 'ere, sayin' that Reese was 'is grandson and all. 
Liam and I told 'im to get lost! 'E left, but not befo' leavin' 'dis bag of 
cinnamon disks. If'e eva comes back, e'll be sorry!” Jeremiah whistled in his 
vernacular tongue. “Jeremiah, did the man have gray-red hair?” “Oi! I 
suppose 'e did! Didn't get a good look at 'im, though. 'E jus' skedaddled in 
and out jus' sweet as you please!” Reese looked at 'Cilla “That, was 
grandfather.” 'Cilla smacked her forehead with the palm of her hand. “Boys, 
he really was Reese's grandfather.” “Oi...” Liam and Jeremiah shook their 
heads. “Boys, go upstairs and apologize, you're not in trouble. He lives in 
room 164.” The boys nodded their heads respectfully and fled out the door, 
whispering amongst themselves. 


Chapter 16: In Which One Door Closes and Another Opens 


1907 

“Pa, papa?” 'Cilla gently jostled her father awake. The weak man's eyes 
fluttered open. 'Cilla squeezed his hand. “Ah, my little girl.” he cringed in 
pain. “I see, Reese has asked you.” he lifted her left hand so the diamonds 
sparkled. “How did you know it was Reese?” Mr. Masten smiled “Reese 
came and asked me when he found out I didn't have much time.” “He asked 
you if he had permission to marry me?” she asked, shocked. Mr. Masten 
nodded, “Now, when I die...” “Oh papa!” She kissed his hand through her 
mask. With a little work, Mr. Masten raised his hand and stroked his 
daughter's hair. Tears were streaming from his eyes “Reese will take good 
care of you. Those kids, they will make sure you will still be happy. Oh now, 
don't cry. I'm ready to go. I'll see you again someday.” 'Cilla's sobs were 
muffled by the mask pressed tightly against her mouth, Reese started to sniff. 
“My greatest sadness, is that I will never meet my grandchildren, I won't try 


a hide my sadness about that.” Reese knelt down next to 'Cilla and held on to | 


his hand as well. “You are the greatest thing I have for a father, I want you to | 
know that.” “You are my best son.” he winked, then closed his eyes and they | 


listened to him wheeze. “Reese, promise me you will take care of my little 
girl?” Tears were gathering up in Reese's eyes so fast that he had to grit his 
teeth to keep from crying. “Yes, Sir.” 'Cilla watched the clean lines in the 
soot on Reese's face that the tears had made. “Good. I love you both. 'Cilla, 


just think. I'm going to see your mama again.” and with this, Stanley Masten 
closed his eyes, his breathing stopped being so urgent and his grip was 
loosened on Reese and 'Cilla's hands. Reese could not believe dying could 
look so peaceful. 


“Oh! Hold still girl! I can't put your veil on straight if you keep moving!” 
Mrs. Rosier muttered as 'Cilla tried to fluff her dress. “Seventeen and still 
twitchy! My, my.” “I'm sorry, its not everyday you get married.” “Yes, yes. 
Of course. Now, where is this church?” “It's the small one, outside of 
London. The one where we had papa's funeral.” she whispered “Oh, dear. I'm 
sorry.” and she left the room to leave 'Cilla with her thoughts. 'Cilla looked at 
herself in the full length mirror. Her dress was pure white, with a film of lace 
over the skirt part. It had a sweetheart neckline with a few pearls along the 
sweep. The sleeves were lace and the top of the lace on her chest was just 
below her collar bone, parallel with it. Her train was in the shape of a half 
circle and on her veil, which brushed against the hem of her dress, had two 
bluebirds stitched on the bottom in the left hand corner. Her long black hair 
was done up on her head, and the two small locks of hair fell down around 
her face was curled. Her hair was held together with a silver comb with two 
small bluebirds sitting on it. “I hope mama won't mind that I used her good 
tablecloth.” 'Cilla mumbled, when Mrs. Rosier came back in. 

“Oh, sweetheart. I'm sure she would be delighted to see you made a good use 
out of it, very resourceful.” 'Cilla smiled “Now, go outside, Philip's buggy 
won't wait forever!’ Mrs. Rosier pushed. 


'Cilla picked up her skirts to reveal bare feet as she stepped into the buggy. 
Her blue slippers laying beside her. “I can't believe it has been four months 
since I've been out there for the funeral.” “Time flies, doesn't it dear?” Mrs. 
Rosier acknowledged, holding Rosetta on her lap. Rosetta was dressed in a 
pale blue skirt with a white top. On her head, made by Mrs. Rosier, was a 
flower crown with Morning Glories laced in and out the wire. “So, I am your 
flower girl? What do I do?” 'Cilla smiled at her. “At the church is a basket 
full of petals, when you go down the aisle, you throw them, not at the people 
though!” She giggled. 'Cilla looked at Mrs. Rosier, “Thank you for all the 
flowers. I doubt that we could have bought them all.” Mrs. Rosier nodded, 
“Well, you have been such good friends.” 


“Ack! Grandfather! Too tight!” Reese yelped as Grandfather was tying 
Reese's bow tie. “Well, would ya looky there! You're turning bright red!” 
“Red as my hair, no doubt. Now please loosen it before I stop breathing!” 
“Well, yer goin' to pass out at the sight of yer lassie anyway so don't 
complain.” but he loosened anyway. Jeremiah and the other boys rushed in in 
their khaki pants, blue shirts and suspenders. “Da preacher's 'ere!” “Good, go 
tell him that 'Cilla should be here shortly.” “Alright, come on, lads.” “Whoa! 


Slow down, there is no rush!” Mr. Rosier shouted when the boys almost 
crashed into him. “Sorry, sir!” they called, running backwards while they 
tipped their new black caps to him. “Is 'Cilla here?” Reese asked when Mr. 
Rosier sat down to lace his shoe. “Yes, she, Madge and the boys' teacher, 
Miss Joan are in the prayer room, spiffing up.” the three men laughed, “The 
only one here that actually has to look nice is ol' Reese here. If 'Cilla sees 
you don't look nice for your wedding, you might not be forgiven for a 
while!” they teased. Reese stuck his thumbs under his suspenders and 
shrugged. “Grandfather, would you mind, giving 'Cilla away?” His 
grandfather winked, “I can do just that, my boy.” 


Rosetta came down the aisle, sprinkling the petals like she was told, after 
her came Miss Joan, 'Cilla's maid of honor. The congregation then turned to 
see 'Cilla make her way down the aisle. Mrs. Rosier finished the wedding 
march just as 'Cilla stepped in front of Reese and the preacher. They were 
about to begin when someone leaned in to 'Cilla and Reese's ears and 
whispered, “May your mornings bring joy and your evenings bring peace. 
May your troubles grow few as your blessings increase. May the saddest day 
of your future be no worse than the happiest day of your past. 


May your hands be forever clasped in friendship and your hearts joined 
forever in love. Your lives are very special, God has touched you in many 
ways. May His blessings rest upon you and fill all your coming days. And I 
promise to love you forever and a day.” 


Three Years Later 


“Peter, don't pull Rosetta's hair!” 'Cilla scolded her two-year-old son. 
Rosetta, now seven, looked up from her book to stare at the little boy tugging 
at her braids. The little red-haired boy with blue eyes and a big smile was 
pulled up into the arms of his mother and was sat back down on the little 
stool behind the counter. “Samuel, go into your dad's office and tell him we 
are running low on roses.” 


Samuel found Reese talking to Mr. Rosier about final papers “I'm so glad 
you and 'Cilla took over for us, Madge has really enjoyed our retirement, you 
know we have moved to the countryside and Madge says that the 'new air’ is 
good for my lungs.” Reese laughed “Cilla was pretty pleased when you also 
let us have the little home above, she loves all the space, with the exception 
of having more chores.” Samuel tapped on the open door, “Dad?” “Oh! Sam, 
come in. Mr. Rosier and I were just talking.” “Mum says we need more roses 
out front.” “Oh, tell Liam to help you in the back room, I'll be back there in a 
minute.” Reese told him. 


Samuel wandered upstairs and found Liam half leaning out the window, 
trying to paint St. James Park. “Could you help me get roses out of the back 
room?” “Yes, just let me finish the pond.” 15-year-old Liam responded. 
Samuel went back downstairs after getting a little tired of waiting for Liam to 
'finish the pond'. “Mum, he says they are in the back, could you help me?” 
'Cilla put her hand on her round belly, “How far up are they?” Samuel 
shrugged. “Well, please go and check while I finish with these costumers.” 
Samuel left and 'Cilla held Peter's hand and lead him upstairs to his bedroom. 


There was five rooms upstairs, her's and Reese's, Rosetta and the new 
baby's, Liam and Jeremiah's and Samuel and Peter's. The remaining room 
was the living room where they had a fireplace and where they all gathered 
in the evening. The kitchen was downstairs where they also cut the flowers 
and filled vases with water. “Go to sleep, Peter. When you wake up, we can 
go for a walk.” She kissed her son's forehead. When she came down, Mr. 
Rosier was leaving and Reese was filling buckets with water and roses. 
Reese stopped what he was doing and helped 'Cilla down the stairs. She 
laughed, “No need for that, Reese. I can get down the stairs easy enough, its 
going up them that gives me trouble.” “Is Peter asleep?” “I just put him down 
for his nap.” “Good, Mr. Rosier came by to talk about the final papers.” 
“And?” “And... We now officially own 'Windsong's Flowers and 
Decorations'!” “Reese! That is wonderful news!” He embraced her and gave 
her a kiss. “Ew!” Peter squealed, covering his eyes with his little hands. 


The two broke up, “Peter! You are supposed to be in bed!” 'Cilla exclaimed. 
“Rosetta, will you please put your little brother back in bed?” “Yes, mum. 
Come on, Peter, I'll read you a story from my book!” Reese and 'Cilla 
watched as Rosetta held the little boy's hand as he climbed the stairs, 
working his fat little legs. 


The bell on the door rang, in stepped a old gentleman. “Grandpa!” Rosetta 
rejoiced, coming over to hug him. Upon hearing the name, Peter thudded 
down the stairs and into his great grandfather's arms. ‘Cilla sighed and sank 
into a chair “I'll never get him to take his nap!” Reese chuckled and kissed 
the top of her head. “Come here, son. Grandpa will be here when you wake 
up. Don't get up again or I will have to spank you!” Reese put his small son 
on his shoulders and piggybacked him up the stairs. “Now ‘Cilla, how have 
you been?” “Very well, Peter makes everything else seem like a cake walk. 
But we love him so much.” “That's my great grandson! Always keeping you 
on your toes!” 'Cilla laughed at what he just said, “I guess the free-spirit 
come with the red hair.” she included “What are you saying about me?” 
Reese asked, coming into the room. “Saying how much your son is a 
handful!” 'Cilla joked. “I'm going to go kiss Peter 'good night’. I'll be back 
shortly.” and he left 'Cilla and Reese alone downstairs. 


The door opened again and in came a scraggly man with a tattered top hat 
and a torn brown coat. At first glance, 'Cilla recognized him and immediately 
locked the cash register. “What are you doing here, Ed?” Reese demanded. 
“Don't ruffle your feathers, I have come for flowers.” Ed smirked. 'Cilla 
scoffed, unable to control herself. Ed looked in her direction, ““You have... 
filled out.” ‘Cilla gritted her teeth. “I will have seven daisies, please.” “You 
go get them, 'Cilla. I'll ring him up.” Reese told her, coolly. 'Cilla gathered 
the flowers and came around the counter. “Two pounds, five shillings.” 
Reese told him, trying to sound civilized. Ed threw three pounds on the 
counter, “Keep the change.” he winked at her. “Take your flowers and 
leave.” she hissed. “Fine, but just so you know, I know you swiped that letter 
to Enoch. I believe I have persuaded him to come over here.” “What ever 
dirty business you have planned, Ed. Don't bring it here, I have children now. 
I can't put them in danger. Now, you have overstayed your welcome and I 
can legally sue you for trespassing. Now go, you old git!” Ed threw up his 
hands and left with his flowers. The moment the door shut, 'Cilla threw the 
fifteen shillings at the door, “No! You keep the change!” Reese laughed, but 
he saw how mad 'Cilla was. “There is no imagining what trouble he has 
caused in the last three years.” “Never mind. I have restocked the roses.” 
'Cilla walked over and tore a petal off one then grabbed another rose. 
‘Follow me, Reese.” He did as he was told. 


They left the shop and went down the alley to their old flat. 'Cilla drifted 
into the house and left the rose petal on the fireplace mantel. Then they made 
their way across town to the grave yard where Stanley and Clara Masten 
were buried. 'Cilla placed the rose on the two graves. Its steam created a 
bridge across the two stones. 'Cilla stepped back into Reese's arms and 
watched the gravestones for a while. The warm May breeze surrounded them 
and the left over leaves from the winter blew against their feet. The wind 
seemed to say “May the embers from the open hearth warm your hands, May 
the sun's rays from the Irish sky warm your face, May the children's bright 
smiles warm your heart, 

May the everlasting love I give you warm your soul. 


THE END 


EPILOGUE 


A month after this story ended, 'Cilla had a baby girl. They named her Clara. 
The couple had four children, Peter, Clara, Stanley and Catherine. Liam 
being the eldest of the children. Dr. Cyders never did marry after 'Cilla 
turned him down, instead he devoted the rest of his life to his practice. He 
died in 1915 at age 57. 


After graduating medical school in 1923, Rosetta became a surgeon and 
took over Dr. Cyders office after he died. She married one of her fellow 
classmates in 1921 and had two children. Liam ended up painting the entire 
St. James Park, Buckingham Palace and Big Ben. He had plenty of 
masterpieces, but most of them were destroyed when his studio caught fie in 
1919. Liam married a woman named Della, who's portrait he painted in 
1917, they named their only child Priscilla. 


Samuel stayed with Reese and 'Cilla to work as their apprentice, and soon, 
partner. Mr. and Mrs. Rosier lived out their lives in the countryside, making 
frequent visits to see the children. They died when a strange flu epidemic 


broke out in 1918. As far as we know, Ed Sanders convinced Enoch Johnson | 


come and visit several times, planning his next big job in America. Ed was 
shot by a citizen, whose house he broke into in 1926. After having failing 
health, Reese's grandfather moved in with the Windsongs and died 
peacefully in his bedroom in 1922. He left a book of Irish blessings to Reese 


and 'Cilla. He had underlined a special one, 'Lucky stars above you, Sunshine | 


on your way, Many friends to love you, Joy in work and play- Laughter to 
outweigh each care, In your heart a song- And gladness waiting everywhere. 
All your whole life long.’ After most of their children moved out, Reese and 
'Cilla calmed down and began writing poems and short stories together. A 
few have been published. 'Cilla died at age 87 in 1977, Reese followed her a 
few months later. No one knows for sure the fate of Jeremiah, but some have 
rumored that they hear his shoes running along their rooftops, waiting for a 
chance to grab a lady's wig off her head. 


May you live a long life. Full of gladness and health, with a pocket full of 
gold As the least of your wealth. May the dreams you hold dearest, be those 
which come true, the kindness you spread, Keep returning to you. 


Thanks to my mom, Sharon Martin. For proofreading it for me. 
And thanks to Google and their American money to English money 
convertor. 


I so very enjoyed writing this for NaNoWriMo. This is my very first novel 
and I hope you enjoy it as much as I did writing it. 
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